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It was six o'clock in the morning when Charlie Tipton pulled out of 
the Goodman’s driveway in Orlando, Florida. He had just spent the 
weekend with his old friends, trying to forget some things that were 
painful to him and having fun remembering others that weren’t. He had 
been living in Cocoa Beach for the past year and things were starting to 
get to him. His life had been a mess for several years and he had hoped 
a few days with his old buddy and his wife might do him some 
good—maybe clear some of the wreckage out of his mind. 


Just the year before, in this same city, Charlie had ended a long 
marriage with anasty divorce. His son and three beautiful daughters had 
all left for different places, for different reasons, and suddenly Charlie 
was all alone in the world. The two days with the Goodman’s had been 
fun, but they hadn’t solved any of his problems. It seemed as if every- 
thing they tried to talk about was cut short because of the memory of 
Alice; she was still with them, whether they liked it or not. After all, she 
had been part of the same life and good times they were all recalling. 


As he pulled his aging Cadillac out of the driveway, he remembered 
Alice yelling at him just the year before, “You’ll never get rid of me.” 
Boy, how true that was. He realized it was time to face reality again and 
time to start a new life—without all the old memories; he had to start 
with the pieces that were left, without Alice. 
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As he turned out of the plush sub-division, his mind was working 
Overtime on his many problems and his few options. Suddenly, he 
noticed a flashing red light in the rear view murror. Stealing a quick 
glance at the speedometer, he knew he wasn’t speeding. He shrugged his 
shoulders and wondered what was wrong as he pulled over to the curb. 
There were no markings on the other car, just the red light mounted on 
the roof. A man in plain clothes got out of the car and started walking 
toward Charlie’s car. He opened the door and stepped out onto the 
pavement. As the man approached Charlie he flashed a badge so Charlie 
could see it. 


“May I see your driver’s license, please?” the officer demanded. 


“Sure, officer,” Charlie said as he fished in his wallet. “What’s the 
problem?” He was still concerned whether or not he had done something 
wrong, thinking it was something to do with his driving. “If you want to 
see me walk a straight line, I guarantee [ll pass,” he joked with a smile. 
“Turn around and place your hands on the car,” the officer commanded. 


“Hey, wait just a damn minute,” Charlie said with alarm. “What’s 
this all about?” 


The officer pulled back his jacket, exposing a shoulder holster and 
gun. Charlie decided he better do as he was told. The officer quickly 
frisked Charlie, then uttered the fateful words, 


“You’re under arrest, place your hands behind your back.” 


Shocked, he turned to the officer and pleaded, “There has to be some 
mistake, officer. Can’t you tell me what this is all about?” 


“If you don’t turn around and place your hands behind your back so 
I can cuff you, Ill consider you resisting arrest.” 


Charlie turned and placed his hands behind his back and felt the 
handcuffs being snapped on. Then the officer grabbed Charlie by the arm 
and gently shoved him toward the unmarked car. He began to think this 
was some kind of terrible nightmare as the officer began reading him his 
rights. As a final degradation as he was shoved into the back seat of the 
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car, he listened to the officer announce over the radio that he had a 
_ fugitive and needed a pick-up vehicle. 


“I’m no God damn fugitive,” he exclaimed loudly. 


Completely ignored, Charlie watched as the officer went back to his 
Cadillac and searched the glove compartment and trunk. He removed 
Charlie’s overnight bag, locked the car, and returned the keys to Charlie. 
He then searched the bag for weapons before throwing it onto the back 
seat with Charlie. 


About five minutes later a black and white patrol car pulled up and 
Charlie and his bag were transferred to the other car. This time, there 
was a heavy screen dividing the front seat from the back, there were no 
handles on the doors, and the officer in front had on a deputy sheriff’s 
uniform. As the police car pulled away from the curb Charlie asked, 
“Maybe you could tell me what I’m under arrest for?” 


“All I know is what I read on your warrant, you’re a fugitive from 
justice. Next stop County Jail,” the officer said. 


Charlie couldn’t believe his ears. What the hell was going on? He 
had no outstanding tickets or anything else that would get him into this 
situation. He had never been arrested before and this was all new to him. 
There has to be some terrible mistake, he thought. For Christ’s sake, he 
shook his head thinking to himself, I’m a retired Air Force officer, a 
father with grown children, a first class citizen. Well, he sure as hell 
would get it straightened out when they got to the jail house. Then the 
thought occurred to him—Alice? Nah, she had always threatened to put 
him in jail for being late with alimony payments, but he had settled with 
her last year. | 


The patrol car pulled through a guarded gate, then into a garage with 
a door that went down behind them as they passed through. 


The officer remained in the front of the car until a buzzer sounded 
that the door was down, then he got out and opened the back door, 
motioning for Charlie to get out. They entered another room through a 
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second locked door and stood before a thick glass window with a. 
loudspeaker above it. 


“Officer Grant with prisoner,” he said into an opening in the window. 
A buzzer sounded and the door opened. The officer led Charlie into a 
large room with several desks in partitioned stalls. He was told to sit 
down at the end table where another deputy was already filling out a 
form. 


“Your name?” the deputy asked, not looking up. 


“Charles W. Tipton. Listen, would you please tell me what this is all 
about? I think you all have made a serious mistake.” 


“You're being booked as a fugitive from justice; your bail has been 
denied and you can make one phone call as soon as I’m through with 
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you. 


Charlie was dumbfounded. It suddenly dawned on him that he was 
just another number to these turkeys and they didn’t care one way or 
another whether he was innocent or guilty. 


He spent the next half hour being fingerprinted, photographed, and 
asked all kinds of personal questions. Then he was told to strip for a body 
inspection—his first anal inspection since the Air Force. He was mad 
and confused and wanted to hit someone or some thing, he wasn’t sure. 


The deputy’s voice and instructions dealt Charlie the final blow. 

“Step into the next room—delousing time!” 

He looked straight at the deputy, six inches shorter, fifty pounds 
lighter, and twenty years younger. He gave the smaller man his best smile 


and said, 


“Tf you think for one minute that you’re going to give me aGod damn 
bath you’re going to need some help, junior.” 
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The deputy, barely twenty years old, and new to the department, took 
a long look at Charlie. He saw a man six foot three inches tall, one 
hundred ninety pounds, square shoulders and straight back, graying at 
the temples and mustache, his tan and healthy appearance along with his 
piercing brown eyes and clinched fists, left no doubt in the deputy’s mind 
that he would certainly need help to give this man a bath. 


“Either take a bath or be placed in isolation, those are the rules— 
makes no difference to me.” 


“You can put me where you damn well want to,” Charlie glared. 
“Then isolation it is. You can make your phone call now.” 


Charlie stood in front of the pay phone, clutching a quarter the officer 
had given him. He was dressed now in a blue cotton shirt, baggy cotton — 
pants with no belt, and canvas slippers. He glanced at the deputy leaning 
against the wall, waiting forhim. Who could he call on Friday afternoon? 
Who could he ask for help? He knew he needed an attorney, but on Friday 
afternoon that would be tough. For some reason he didn’t want anyone 
to know he was in jail, whatever the circumstances. He didn’t know why 
but all he felt right at this moment was embarrassment. He had an urge 
to rip the phone off the wall. He was mad that he didn’t know why he 
was in jail and mad because he felt shame. 


Charlie lifted the coin to the slot. Out of desperation he dialed the 
Goodman’s, knowing Pat was always there but hoping Terry would be 
the one to answer. He did. Charlie explained as much as he could to Terry 
and asked him to find a good lawyer that wouldn’t charge an arm and 
leg. 


“No problem, I’ll get right on it. We’ll have you out in no time,” 
Terry assured him. Then laughing, he added, “Just sit tight and don’t 
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WOITY. 


“Don’t worry, my ass, this place is already driving me nutty; I really 
don’t think I can stand it here too long,” Charlie said, ignoring Terry’s 
attempt to be funny. 
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Charlie hung up the phone and turning to the deputy waved his arm 
as if saying, “Lead on.” He was taken to the basement of.-the jail-and. 
placed in a cell with no windows. The ceiling was ten feet high, with 
lights that burned twenty four hours a day. Except for a seatless toilet in 
the corner, the only other thing in the cell was a thin plastic pad on the 
bare cement floor. Charlie jumped as the solid steel door slammed shut 
behind him. He looked through the tiny slot in the door and his mind 
registered that this was how he was going to receive his food tray. He 
could see no other cell across the corridor and he could hear nothing; he 
was all alone. 


Charlie sat down on the inch thick pad, wondering what time it was. 
He guessed it would be awhile before he was released. Finally, tired from 
worry and being confused, he put his head back against the cement and 
dozed fitfully. After a few hours he received his first meal; rubbery-tast- 
ing meatloaf, mashed potatoes and gravy loaded with pepper, a slice of 
bread, and a cup of coffee that tasted like it was left over from breakfast. 


Since there were no windows and the lights were always on, he lost 
track of time. He did doze off from time to time, but it was a fitful sleep 
and he tossed and turned on his pad. He was wide awake when they 
served him breakfast the following moming. He had a better cup of 
coffee, a box of orange juice, and a sweet roll. It was better than dinner, 
he thought. Maybe the coffee was torture to keep you awake, he thought. 
He had been in custody almost twenty four hours, he guessed, and his 
concer was growing. Had Terry forgotten him, or struck out? Was Terry 
having trouble finding a lawyer on a weekend? It was sometime in the 
middle of the day when a guard unlocked the door to the cell and told 
him to follow, his attorney was here. 


Charlie was led down a long corridor to a small room with a table 
and two chairs in it. His attorney, whom he had never seen before, stood 
next to the table. He was a young man, wearing horn rim glasses and a 
three piece suit. He looked to Charlie as if he had just graduated from 
law school. The young man smiled and held out his hand. 


“Hello, Mr. Tipton. My name is Jim McCord. Terry Goodman called 
me yesterday but it was too late to come and see you. I have done some 
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research though and at least know why you’re here. Guess you would 
like to know, right?” 


“Yea, and when I’m getting out.” 


“Well, to start with, your ex-wife signed a warrant for your arrest 
over six months ago and it just caught up with you. Also, when the 
warrant was filled out by her attorney, he neglected to stipulate the 
amount of bail in the appropriate blank, so you’re being held without 
bail. If it was any day during the week I could get to the judge and have 
bail set, but being Saturday I can’t do anything until Monday morning. 
Looks as if you’re going to be a guest of the County for the weekend. 
Sorry!” 


“I can’t believe this is happening. How the hell can she just decide 
to have me arrested?” Charlie asked with a puzzled look on his face. 


“Simple. She convinced her attorney you were behind in your 
alimony.” 


“The hell I am. I paid her off six months ago.” 
“Can you prove it?” 


“You bet I can. I saved all the canceled checks and money orders. 
As a matter of fact, I paid her more than I was ordered to. I gave her cash 
from time to time that I didn’t even count. Ieven gave money to the kids 
to give to her. Alice never had to worry about a damn thing.” Charlie 
was furious and stood up to walk around the small room. 


McCord was studying Charlie and his gut feeling said he was telling 
the truth. He also had a little insight about him from talking to Terry 
Goodman. Terry had told him about Charlie’s family, his business 
success and failure, the divorce, and that Charlie had spent twenty years 
in the Air Force and retired a full Colonel. Although McCord had been 
taught in law school that all prisoners behind bars are likely to plead 
“Not Guilty” and everything they say should be carefully screened, 
McCord felt like Charlie was telling the truth; he was even beginning to 
sympathize. 
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“Mr. Tipton, Ill try and get you on the docket first thing Monday 
morning. At least I think we can get bail set, even if we can’t get a 
hearing. Terry Goodman said he would stand the bail, if that is any 
consolation.” 


“Just you make sure I get out of here on Monday, one way or another; 
I can’t take much more of this.” 


Charlie gave McCord ahalf- smile, thinking of his own son who was 
about the same age, he guessed. He felt embarrassment creeping into his 
feelings again at the thought of any of his children seeing him like this. 


As Charlie was being taken back to his cell, he promised himself 
that when he got out he was going to kick some ass, starting with Alice. — 
He couldn’t understand what had possessed her to swear out a warrant 
for his arrest and to lie about how much he owed to boot. God, how stupid 
can she be. He knew she was possessive and vindictive, but this took the - 
damn cake. He shook his head in wonderment. How could he have lived 
with her as long as he did. 


He had another sleepless night. He was losing track of time again, 
not knowing whether it was day or night, and it bothered him. He knew 
it was Sunday morning when they finally brought his breakfast—coffee, 
orange juice, and a hard roll. By the time they brought him the next meal 
he couldn’t remember whether it should be lunch or dinner. He spent 
over an hour trying to figure out how long he had been in the tiny cell. 


| After one of his short, fitful naps, he had a vivid recollection of when 
he had been discharged from the Air Force. He and Alice had put the 

kids and dog into the back of the old station wagon and headed cross- 

country from Arizona to Florida, to start in the building business. He 

smiled as he remembered the kids and the dog all curled up in the back 

of the wagon as they drove through Texas that first night. He had almost 

run off the road early in the morning. Alice had been horny for some 
reason and couldn’t keep her hands off him. If the kids only knew what 

had transpired in the front seat in the pre-dawn hours-at seventy miles 

an hour. | 
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After arriving in Orlando, Florida, Charlie had started making a lot 
of money right away. Like his father and grandfather before him, both 
entrepreneurs, he was always ready to take acalculated risk. Like them, 
he was a doer with the persistence and determination to succeed. Then 
the roof had fallen in and Charlie had been wiped out in the “Condo 
Crunch” of 1974. 


Charlie had deeded his last property to the bank, “in lieu of 
foreclosure”, to save himself from bankruptcy. In seven years he had 
made ten million dollars, and had lost it all in the last three. He had been 
a respected businessman in the community with impeccable credit, an 
airplane, boat, nice home, kids all in good schools. You name it, Charlie 
had it. Now, he had nothing, everything was gone—Alice, the kids, 
everything. All he had to show for almost fifty years was a two-year old 
Cadillac and two suitcases full of sport clothes. Alice had even kept his 
dog. 


While Charlie was fighting bankruptcy, he was also getting a divorce 
from Alice. She had taken everything but his car and had even made a 
pass at that. During the year of the divorce, the kids had gradually drifted 
away too. He had helped them all he could with money, bought one a 
car, anything to help them get a start on their own, away from Alice. 
Finally he had run out of money and had to say “No” to the kids when 
they asked for help. He had wanted to throw in the sponge more than 
once, but now it was different. Charlie Tipton was fighting mad and he 
was beginning to look forward to “his” day in court. 


As Charlie stared at the seatless toilet in the corner, he felt 
humiliated, but more determined than ever to stop feeling sorry for 
himself and start anew life. By God he would, he swore to himself. With 
that settled he drifted off to sleep, curled up on his pad like a baby. 


Charlie guessed it was about eight o’clock in the morning when a 
deputy unlocked the cell door and told him to get up, he was being 
transferred to the courthouse downtown. That was good news, he was 
getting his “day”. 


He was handcuffed with a chain around his waist and linked through 
the cuffs, then taken to another room and chained to two other prisoners 
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who were also having their day in court. He wondered if they treated 
rapists and murderers any differently. He vowed again—someone was 
going to pay for this humiliation. 


It was a short trip to the courthouse where they were put into a large 
common cell with several other prisoners, waiting their turn before the 
judge. The chains were removed, but the cuffs stayed on. Charlie looked 
at the other men in the cell. There were maybe fifteen altogether, a few 
he wouldn’t want to meet in a dark alley. As he looked at the other men 
he wondered if Alice would gloat at seeing him like this. He still couldn’t 
believe after all they had been through together, that she would have had 
him arrested and put through this. 


Charlie was the first one called. As he was led down the corridor past 
other cells he noticed there were almost as many women as men. A 
young, good-looking girl, perhaps twenty years old, in a leather mini- 
skirt and low cut blouse whistled at him as he went past. He smiled and 
winked at her. , 


“Good luck, handsome,” the girl yelled after him. He felt sympathy 
for her and wondered why she was there. Lord, he had daughters older 
than her. 


‘Still handcuffed, Charlie entered the courtroom with the deputy. He 
saw McCord sitting at a long table in front of the judges bench. Over 
against the wall he saw Terry and Pat and he felt his face redden with 
embarrassment."Why did Terry have to bring Pat?" he wondered. The 
deputy led him to the table next to McCord, facing the judge and ordered 
him to sit down. 


McCord leaned over to Charlie and whispered, “I talked to the judge 
this morning and I think the fact you don’t have a record will help us. 
As a matter of fact, when he saw your file he moved it ahead on the 
calendar and muttered something about getting this one over with 
quickly. Maybe he realizes there might be a mistake.” 


“Hell, I knew there was a mistake, so did Alice and that son-of-a- 
bitch that arrested me, and it didn’t help then.” | 
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McCord grew red in the face. He looked sideways at the judge to see 
if he had overheard, and it was apparent he had. The judge was looking 
over his granny glasses at Charlie, as if in deep thought, there was a long 
pause. 


“The Court will come to order,” the bailiff announced. The judge 
was silently reading from a file in front of him. Now and then he would 
look over his glasses at Charlie, then at the man sitting across the table 
from McCord. Charlie recognized him as Alice’s attorney. Finally the 
judge looked up. 


“Where is the plaintiff?” the judge asked, looking around the room 
over his glasses. 


“She isn’t here, your Honor,” replied Alice’s attorney. 
“I can see that. Was she summoned?” 
“Yes sir,” was the reply. 


“It appears to me, that if I went to the trouble to have a man arrested 
and put in jail because he owed me ninety thousand dollars, I would also 
go to the trouble to be present at his hearing.” The judge looked at first 
one attorney and then the other and added, “Let the record show that the 
Court reserves a contempt charge against the plaintiff, pending further 
examination.” The judge then turned to Charlie.. 


“I see you were in Korea in 1950. Would you mind telling me the 
name of your outfit and where you were stationed—off the record of 
course.” The judge was smiling as he spoke and looking straight at 
Charlie. He felt as though the judge-prisoner atmosphere had just disap- 
peared and he smiled back at the judge. 


“T was in the 138th Fighter Interceptor Squadron. We moved around 
some but mostly we stayed at Itazuke Air Base,” Charlie replied, 
wondering why the judge would ask him such a question, and how he 
knew he had been in Korea. 
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“Do you recall the day you shot down a Yak fighter, the one that was 
trying to get a T-6 Recon plane. I believe it was your tenth kill?” 


Charlie remembered instantly and he grinned, realizing the judge 
knew about his kill, and probably more. 


He had been flying just south of Seoul on his way home from a 
strafing mission, when he heard a call for help from “Eye in the Sky”. 
Almost at the same instant he spotted the T-6 trying to escape from a 
North Korean Yak Fighter, diving into a cloud bank that would only 
protect him for a minute. Although he was low on fuel and ammo he 
decided to try and help the Recon plane. At least he might draw the Yak 
off long enough for the T-6 to escape back to his base. 


Charlie was flying an F-86 Sabre that after fifty missions was like 
part of him. He controlled the plane as much by thought as physical 
movement. Gauges were cross-checked and controls moved without 
thinking about it. He armed his cannon and remembered he had only a 
few rounds left, then as he rolled over into a vertical dive he radioed the 
T-6. 


_ “Bye in the Sky, this is Hot Dog One, you read me?” 
“Rog, Hot Dog, where you be?” 


“I’m right on top of you about nine o’clock. When I say go, you drop 
your gear and flaps and split S out of there, comprendo?” 


“Rog, Hot Dog, I see you—hurry.” 


Charlie’s voice stayed calm as he talked to the other pilot, all the 
time watching his own airspeed building. As he brought his sights to bear 
on the Yak he passed through the red line on his air speed indicator. He 
had fired his cannon in a dive before but never past the red line. He took 
a deep breath and yelled “Go” into his mike. He saw the T-6 roll over 
and reverse direction, at the same time he fired his cannon at the Yak. 
He was so close when he fired he was just able to pull up and get out of 
the way of flying debris, in case he hadn’t missed. Just then he heard the 
Recon plane calling. 
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“You got him Hot Dog, good shooting. You just saved one poor boy’s 


ass. 
“Glad I was near to help out.” 
Charlie was starting to tremble slightly, but very relieved. 
“Is that your first kill?” called Eye in the Sky. 


“No, number ten.” Charlie proudly answered as he headed for home, 
with just enough fuel to make the base. 


“What’s your name?” asked Eye in the Sky. 


“Tipton.” That was the last he ever heard of the Recon pilot. He was 
suddenly brought back to the present by the voice of the judge. 


“Perhaps I should disqualify myself, but I’m not going to.” The judge 
looked from one attorney to the other, defying each of them to say a 
word. The judge smiled at Charlie, then turned to McCord. 


“Counselor, do you know why the plaintiff used a figure of ninety 
thousand dollars in her warrant, and why there was no bail stipulated?” 


“That was the total alimony Mr. Tipton was ordered to pay over a 
five year period, your Honor. My client is prepared to offer evidence to 
show that he has, in fact, paid in excess of that amount. As for the absence 
of a figure for bail, I think it must have been an oversight on the plaintiff’s 
part,” McCord replied with a smug smile on his face. 


“It appears to me the plaintiff and her attorney made another over- 
sight; they haven’t done their homework.” The judge glanced at Alice’s 
attomey as he was talking, then turned to Charlie. 


“You have an interesting record here, Mr. Tipton—or should I say 
Colonel Tipton? In case Plaintiff’s counsel is interested, the only record 
Colonel Tipton has is three speeding violations. His military record 
shows he was honorably discharged after twenty years of service to his 
country. I might add, he received a Presidential Citation, Distinguished 
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Flying Cross, Purple Heart, not to mention five Oak Leaf Clusters and 
a number of other citations. He was an Ace in Korea and again in Viet 
Nam. Makes me wonder if he should have been arrested in the first 
S plate.” | 


As the judge ruffled through some more papers, Charlie squirmed 
in his chair, wondering what the rest of the file said. The judge looked 
at Charlie again. 


“Colonel Tipton, how much, according to your records and accord- 
ing to your divorce decree, have you paid to your ex-wife, an amount 
you Can prove to this court beyond a question of a doubt?” 


“Your Honor, I have canceled checks to prove I paid the stipulated 
amount and more.” | 


He looked straight at the judge and left no doubt in the Court’s 
judgement whether or not he was telling the truth. 


The judge made some notes in a file and without looking up asked 
Alice’s attorney if he had anything to say. The attorney looked as if he 
- would like to crawl under the table and just pursed his lips and shook his 
head. 


“T apologize to the Court, and have nothing to add, your Honor.” 


“Maybe we can all learn something from this. Perhaps, if we exer- 
cised a little more patience and understanding and investigated the facts 
more thoroughly, we wouldn’t be so hasty sometimes to put an innocent 
man behind bars. I’m in complete sympathy and agreement with our 
laws concerning non-support and timely payments. However, the same 
laws must protect the innocent as well. It must be the responsibility of 
the plaintiff, to check the facts on both sides, so that justice may be better 
served.” Turning to the bailiff he added, “I want this man released from 
custody immediately, and I want him driven back to jail for release in a 
squad car by himself,no more chains or bullpens. Do I make myself clear 
Bailiff?” Turning to Charlie, he added, 
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“If you would please drop off those canceled checks for me to look 
at in the next week or so, I would appreciate it. Case dismissed.” 


Charlie breathed easier as he looked across the room at Terry and 
Pat; they were smiling and waving. He felt a mixture of pride and relief, 
as well as sympathy for Alice. An hour earlier he would have kicked her 
ass all the way to hell and back. Now he just felt sorry for her. 


As he stepped into the squad car to be returned to the jail for release 
processing, the bailiff from the Court handed him an envelope marked 
“PERSONAL”. As the squadcar sped away from the courthouse, he 
opened the envelope and saw it was a short note from the judge. 


Dear Colonel Tipton, it was my son flying the T-6 that day you 
got your tenth kill. Your name has been a household word in our 
family ever since. My son is alive and well, with three beautiful 
children, right here in Orlando, thanks to you. I hope I have been 
able to help you a little today, wish I could do more - good luck. 


Judge Harold Pepper 


Charlie smiled as he folded the letter and remembered that day so 
long ago, when he was young and fearless. Most of all, lucky as hell, 
something he hadn’t had much of lately. 


That afternoon he picked up his car from the police garage and 
headed back for Cocoa Beach. He was still shaken from his experience 
and wasn’t sure what he wanted to do. He was pretty sure of one 
thing—he didn’t want to go back to Orlando or Cocoa Beach—he should 
take up anew residence someplace else. He would never be comfortable 
in this end of the State again, and with what he had in mind for the future, 
a comeback, he couldn’t afford to waste anymore time here. He had also 
lost the desire to do any ass-kicking. Life was too short to carry a grudge. 
He would call his accountant and have him send copies of the canceled 
checks to the judge. 


He was approaching the turn-off to I-95 when he made his decision. 


He turned into the lane marked “Fort Lauderdale’. There was no need 
to ever go back to Cocoa Beach, or even Orlando for that matter. He had 
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lost his credibility and was just plain bad news, a loser in everyone’s 
eyes. He had to start fresh, in a new town, on the bottom rung of the 
ladder. He had to go where he could fade into the woodwork, where he 
could keep a low profile and where no one knew his problems, or knew 
that he had ever been in jail. 


As he headed South on the highway, he suddenly felt free and 
relieved at making the decision. He laughed out loud, he felt so good. 
Tonight he would check into a good hotel, have a couple of drinks, a 
thick steak, and a good hot shower, not necessarily in that order. He felt 
closer to being in control of his destiny than he had in a long time. The 
only way to go from here was up. Charlie Tipton was back on track. 
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The rain was coming down in torrents as Charlie opened the car door 
and climbed out. Tucking the Sunday paper under his arm he dashed for 
the front porch, sidestepping a big puddle at the bottom of the stairs. 
Shaking himself off, he inserted a key in the front door. Stepping inside, 
he immediately smelled the pungent odor of mildew and stale cistern 
water; he wrinkled his nose and remembered the cottage at the lake when 
he was a boy. He opened the window just enough to let in some fresh air 
without allowing the rain to enter. 


He had rented the small cottage that afternoon from the little old 
woman who lived next door. She had lowered the rent with the provision 
that Charlie would make certain repairs to make the place tenable. He 
gazed around the living room. There were cobwebs on the ceiling, water 
stains on the walls, a water leak through the light fixture on the ceiling, 
and the screen door was banging on the back porch. He decided he would 
get too wet if he tried anything with the door right then, so he let it bang. 


Going back to the kitchen he opened a jar of instant coffee he had 
just purchased. He walked over to the back door and held the coffee pot 
under a stream of water pouring off the roof. He planned ahead to dine 
at a good steak house. He placed the coffee pot on the old electric stove, 
glanced at his watch, then decided to save the coffee for Monday 
morning with his Sunday paper. Tonight he would relax; he had spent 
just enough time getting the bedroom cleaned so he could sleep his first 
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night in the house. He looked at the paper, then the light on the ceiling; 
he would wait till morning to read the paper. At least he would have 
coffee with his Sunday paper on Monday morning. 


The cottage was two doors from the beach in Fort Lauderdale. This 
was a place where Charlie could melt in with boat people, retirees and 
tourists. His low profile would be complete. No more ex-wife, no more 
fat ass attorneys or accountants sending threatening letters. As he looked 
out at the rain he thought his biggest problem now was to get the toilet 
to flush. Watching the palm fronds bending back and forth in the wind, 
he could see the beach, black sky above, at an angle through the window. 
Hopefully the sun would come out tomorrow so he could walk on the 
beach and get some work done on his new home. It was starting to get 
dark, he mused, time for a drink and shave, then down to Harry’s Steak 
House. As he walked through the living room toward the bedroom, he 
decided to buy a TV set, maybe that would help cheer up the place. 


Although the bed was lumpy and smelled like mildew, Charlie slept 
like a baby. When he woke in the morning, it was still raining. He walked 
sleepily to the kitchen and turned on the fire under the coffee pot, looking 
forward to reading the paper and his first cup of coffee made from 
rainwater since he had been in Korea. He smiled as he remembered 
Korea and how precious water had been. 


He had cleared the small table in the kitchen, wiped it clean, and 
under the best light in the house started in earnest on the classified ads. 
He was reading business opportunities, dismissing gas stations and 
diners. He also promised himself he would never sell door to door. He 
was about to give up when an ad stood out like a neon sign to him— 
“BOAT FACTORY.” He sat up straight in the old chair, reading the rest 
of the ad in detail, then the clincher, “will consider lease with option to 
purchase - NO BROKERS, by owner. Tel 846-5300.” 


Charlie read the ad again. What the hell, nothing ventured, nothing 
gained. The nearest telephone was three blocks away at the gas station. 
He grabbed his raincoat and the paper and in the pouring rain dashed for 
his car. 
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After talking to the owner of the factory, they agreed to meet in thirty 
minutes. Each of them as anxious as the other to get together. As Charlie 
pulled up in the large parking lot he saw one other car parked near a huge 
mold for a sleek, formula-type boat. He slammed the door and walked 
toward the entrance of the factory, taking a close look at the mold as he 
went by. 


An elderly man opened the door before Charlie could knock. 
“Hi, ’'m Charlie Tipton. I called about the ad.” 
“I’m George Evans.” he answered, smiling and holding out his hand. 


They spent the next three hours looking at the factory, equipment, 
boats in process on the production line, the tool crib, cabinet and machine 
shops, and finally, near the back of the factory, they arrived at a 
completed boat standing on its cradle. It was the most beautiful boat 
Charlie had ever seen. He had been around boats all his life, and he knew 
a beauty when he saw one. Even out of the water on a bulky cradle, it 
looked like a dream. It was sleek, well proportioned, and looked like it 
could fly. 


“What do you think?” Evans asked. 

“She’s a beauty. Looks like it might fly if you put wings on it.” 

“That’s her problem, she won’t. I have to be honest, she won’t get 
out of her own way. The hull is perfect, she’ll handle a hundred knots. 
It’s the powerplant, we put diesels in her for the safety factor, then ran 
out of money, time, and steam, all at the same time.” 

“Mind if I climb aboard and look at the engine room?” 


“No, look around all you like.” 


Charlie spent fifteen minutes in the boat cockpit and engine room, 
it was so big he was satisfied modifications could be made. 
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“Suppose you want to think it over.” Evans said as Charlie climbed 
down the ladder from the deck of the boat. 


“On the contrary, I want to find out everything I can.” Evans 
_ brightened and they started down the production line again, this time 
talking in more detail. 


“Tell me why the plant is shut down, Mr. Evans,” Charlie had 
decided to go for it. 


“About a year ago we had orders for fifteen boats. We delivered the 
first two and the word got out they didn’t have any guts, and we got some 
cancellations. Then my son left for California with his new wife. I had 
a heart attack, the doctor said quit, so I did. Pure, honest, and simple.” 


Charlie’s mind was boggled, yet he was completely absorbed. He 
smelled the resin and newly cut teak, the cutting oil, gel coat, varnish, 
sawdust, all odors familiar to him from his childhood when he visited 
his uncle’s furniture factory, back in Indiana. He could almost hear the 
hum of the machinery and he was envisioning opportunity at every turn. 


Finally, as they walked into the office, Charlie decided it was time 
to pop the question, and whatever happened, he was going to pretend he 
could afford ten boat factories. 

“What are you asking for your plant, Mr. Evans?” 

“T want a five year lease at five thousand a month, net to me, fifty 
thousand for the inventory, and fifty thousand for the mold, whether you 


use it or not.” 


“I’m sure we would want the mold.” Charlie said, knowing the 
hidden costs of engineering, and trial and error of making a mold. 


“Then I would want a fee for every hull made from the mold, we 
could negotiate that.” 


Biss 


Charlie tried not to choke, he knew this was what the doctor ordered, 
it was a once in a lifetime situation, but where in the world was he going 
to raise that kind of money? 


“Mr. Evans, I like it. If you will give me one week to get with my 
backers, to work out the financing, I think we can make a deal. 


“Charlie, I can tell you like this place. I’ll give you ten days.” They 
shook hands and Charlie left, promising to get in touch as soon as he had 
something concrete. 


As he pulled out of the parking lot, he waved to Evans and wondered 
where the hell he was going to find someone that could afford to shoot 
craps for a quarter million dollars. He made a mental list of all the 
wealthy people he knew with that kind of money, and the list wasn’t very 
long. Also, one name kept cropping up, Craig Golden, his old buddy he 
hadn’t seen in two years. He wondered if he still lived on his hundred 
foot yacht Gambler’s Lady, docked at Palm Beach. It was worth a try. 
What was pride anymore? Five years ago he wouldn’t have dreamed of 
asking Craig for anything, or anybody else for that matter, for any kind 
of help. Now was different. He never wanted anything so much in his 
whole life. He could still smell the resin and sawdust—and the S$ eafire, 
what a beautiful boat. 
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Charlie stepped from the phone booth smiling. He had called Craig 
and was lucky to find him on his boat. Craig had just returned from a 
one-year cruise in the Caribbean and was delighted to hear from Charlie. 
When he heard Charlie was only thirty minutes away, he insisted that he 
come right up to Palm Beach. 


As Charlie drove toward West Palm Beach where Craig lived on his 
yacht, Gambler’s Lady, he went over the different ways he might get 
Craig interested in helping him. As he pulled up to the guard gate at the 
exclusive West Palm Yacht Harbor, Charlie decided to go for broke and 
ask for an even quarter of a million dollars; it would be just as easy to 
come up with as two hundred thousand for Craig. Charlie gave the guard 
his name and was immediately waved through. Obviously, Craig had 
called the gate to wam security of Charlie’s arrival. 


Walking down the dock toward the Gambler’s Lady, Charlie felt a 
touch of envy—but it went away in a hurry. He had had it good too once 
upon a time. I'll have it all back again, someday, he vowed to himself. 
Besides, he couldn’t envy Craig. He just felt happy for him, that he was 
able to hold onto something for which he had worked so hard. 


Craig was at the end of the dock rinsing his feet with a garden hose. 


He was wearing a bathing suit, had a dark tan, and in spite of his silver 
white hair, didn’t look too bad for a guy fifty years old who had been 
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married and divorced four times. Although they had lived totally dif- 
ferent lifestyles since graduating from college together almost thirty 
years earlier, they had still remained friends. Craig maintained they were 
still friends because they had never been in business together. They had 
gone to their first red light district together and their first of many trips 
to Las Vegas—all unbelievable occasions. Charlie had been Craig’s best 
man twice and Craig had been Charlie’s best man when he married Alice. 
To Charlie’s kids Craig was Uncle Craig. 


Craig looked up as Charlie approached. 
“Hey, Charlie, you look great.” 


“You too, you old rascal,” Charlie laughed as Craig shook his hand 
with one hand and hugged him with the other. 


“C’mon aboard and let’s have a drink.” Charlie followed Craig 
aboard the Gambler’s Lady and into the main salon. A Chinese cook and 
servant, who had been with Craig for years, known to everyone as 
Pancho, recognized Charlie and bowed very low. 


“Welcome to our humble home most honorable Charry.” Pancho 
smiled and bowed again. 


“Good to see you again Pancho.” Charlie laughed and patted Pancho 
on the back. 


Pancho prepared two glasses with ice and poured a generous portion 
of Kentucky’s best whiskey in each glass, handed them to the two friends 
and glided out of the cabin as if he was on roller skates. 


“What brings you back here?” Charlie asked, as each raised his glass 
in a Silent toast to the other. 


“Boredom mostly. I saw all the sunsets I wanted to see. I caught all 
the fish in the ocean. I saw all the loony bimbos I wanted to see, enough 
to last a lifetime, Charlie. You wouldn’t believe the goofy broads I’ve 
run into this past year. Some real dingbats, I’ll tell you. Guess I wanted 
to get back to reality too. You know, lying around on a beach surrounded 
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by all the misfits in the world isn’t exactly my cup of tea. I would have 
had more fun if you had been along. Anyway, that’s not important. What 
has happened to you this past year?” 


“It hasn’t been all that good, and lonely as hell.” Charlie managed a 
smile. 


“Fill me in,” Craig said as he got up to fix another drink. “You realize 
I haven’t talked to you in almost two years.” 


Charlie proceeded to tell Craig about losing his company, his near 
bankruptcy, the divorce from Alice, the kids, and as they finished their 
third drink, Charlie told Craig about his weekend in the County jail. 


“I didn’t think Alice was that vindictive,” Craig commented. 


“I guess she got used to living the high life and just wanted to get 
back at me for losing it for her. Craig, I have never been in such bad 
shape in my whole life, and I’ve never felt lower. I guess if it wasn’t for 
my pension from the Air Force, I would have starved long ago. 


“Cheer up old buddy, things aren’t all that bad. At least you look as 
if you are healthy.” 


“To tell the truth, there is a chance I’ve stumbled onto something. 
As a matter of fact, that’s why I called you.” Charlie’s voice took on a 
serious tone. 

“Tell me all about it,” Craig insisted with a smile. 

Charlie spent the next thirty minutes telling Craig about the factory 
and his ideas about how he thought he could make a go of it. The old 
friends spent the next hour talking in general about boats and business. 
Finally, Craig asked the big question. 

“What do you think it will take to make it fly, Charlie?” 


“Two hundred fifty thousand. Fifty up front and fifty a month for 
four months.” Charlie gritted his teeth and held his breath. 
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Craig looked at Charlie, stood up to fix another drink and stared out 
the port at the setting sun. The silence was deafening to Charlie, he was 
almost afraid to breathe, let alone say anything. He had rested his case. 
This was it, there was nothing to add to what he had already said. Craig 
turned from the port and grinned at Charlie. 


“Charlie, ’'m as bored as you are broke, and I’ve never seen a man 
lower than you. I figure the only way you can go from here is up. You 
give me a piece of the action and let me in on some of the fun, and you 
can have your two-fifty.” 


They shook hands as Charlie breathed a sigh of relief, and Craig 
slapped Charlie on the back as though saying, “Cheer up, you’re going 
to make it.” 


“T’ve got an idea, Charlie. I was going to Vegas this week. Why don’t 
you come with me? We can play a little gin, do a little gambling, maybe 
get lucky. When we get back we can go into the boat business.” 


“I don’t know, Craig,” Charlie hesitated. 


“Oh, come on. You need some fresh air and a change of scenery more 
than anyone I have ever seen; it should do you good.” 


Charlie remembered the times he had won big in Vegas, choosing 


not to remember the times he had lost and suddenly he felt lucky. Charlie 
smiled. He agreed it would be good therapy. 


28 


Charlie and Craig boarded American Airlines’ flight to Los Angeles 
at ten o’clock. When the stewardess arrived with their lunch, Craig was 
fifty dollars up on Charlie playing gin. The old friends stopped long 
enough to eat, then started playing again in earnest. A few hours and 
several bourbons later, they landed in Los Angeles with an hour layover 
before hopping a flight to Las Vegas, and Charlie was eighty dollars up 
on Craig. 


Charlie was starting to feel as if luck was riding on his shoulder. 
Maybe it wouldn’t be so hard to keep up the pace with Craig after all. 
They had made reservations at the Dunes Hotel where they had stayed 
many times before, and it was like old times as they checked in. The only 
difference this time was that Charlie wasn’t the high roller he had been 
before and he had already determined that he would just enjoy Craig 
gambling. 


He was just looking forward to some relaxation and making plans 
for the new boat factory. But Craig had insisted on getting a suite with 
two bedrooms, so Charlie knew he had “party-time” in mind. 


After they had showered and were sitting in the living room separat- 


ing the bedrooms, Craig suggested they go to the cocktail lounge, have 
a drink, and figure out what they would do their first night in Vegas. 
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As they walked into the cocktail lounge Charlie noticed that Craig 
was weaving a little bit, obviously starting to feel his drinks. When they 
Sat at the bar and Craig ordered a Manhattan, he knew Craig was well 
on his way and had slipped into his amorous mode. Craig had also started 
to slur his words and grin at everything. He was in love with the whole 
world and Charlie couldn’t help grinning himself. 


Charlie wasn’t paying too much attention to the activity or people 
around him at the bar. His mind was wandering and he was thinking of 
the new boat factory and what he would do first to get it started back 
into production. He had called Evans before they left to let him know 
the financing was all set and they would be able to sign a contract the 
following week. In his mind, Charlie was ready to leave Vegas and head 
back to the factory. He was anxious to start with a clean slate, make 
money again, and regain his credibility. Craig nudged his arm, startling 
him, and snapping him back to the present. 


“Charlie, I'd like to introduce you to two very lovely friends of 
mine,” Craig slurred. 


Charlie turned around to be introduced and there was no one there. 
“Are you seeing things?” Charlie asked. 


“Over there in the comer, at the table,” Craig said and pointed. 
Charlie’s eyes followed the direction Craig was pointing. There sat the 
most gorgeous woman he had ever laid eyes on. She was a brunette with 
an oriental look, a combination that was lethal to Charlie. And she had 
a friend with her. 


“Lead the way.” Charlie smiled at Craig, and they started toward the 
table in the corner. Charlie could see the olive skin of the one girl and as 
he looked closer, could see just a hint of oriental appearance around the 
eyes. She wore a tailored suit, obviously by a European designer. Charlie 
guessed she was about thirty-five. Her friend, who was also about the 
same age, was beautiful, but couldn’t hold a candle to the brunette. 


“Hello,” Charlie stammered, smiling and waiting for Craig to intro- 
duce them. 
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“Hello,” both girls answered, but there were no introductions. After 
a long silence it suddenly dawned on Charlie that this was Craig’s way 
of picking up women; he didn’t know them any better than Charlie did. 


“T’m Charlie...this is Craig,” Charlie blurted out, trying to cover for 
‘Craig, who was obviously tongue-tied. 


“Nice to meet you, Charlie. Do you have a last name or is it 
important?” The brunette smiled and stared into Charlie’s eyes; he was 
SO smitten he not only forgot his manners, he also forgot there were other 
people in the room. 


“Tipton” was all Charlie could say. He felt stupid and wondered what 
was possessing him. 


“My name’s Chris,” she said and held out her hand to Charlie. 


As Charlie took her hand and returned her smile, he became com- 
pletely absorbed with her beauty. She was unpardonably beautiful, 
everyone else in the room was ugly, he thought. He wondered if he was 
blushing as he looked at her full breasts, the deep cleavage, and on down 
at her ample hips. Charlie knew he had to be blushing, he hadn’t looked 
at a woman like this for years. She gazed at him with her emerald green 
eyes, her stare penetrating, fresh, and dancing. She was alert, as if 
searching for someone, and there was a feeling of boundless energy and 
passion. Her high cheekbones and the way she colored her eyes gave her 
an oriental look, or was it an ethnic mixture? Charlie wasn’t sure. Her 
full sensuous lips were constantly smiling, as if she was just happy to be 
alive. 


Warning bells rang in Charlie’s head, “slow down.” He needed a love 
affair like a cancer, but he needed a new life too. His emotions were 
running wild. He had a financial partner to help him on the ladder back 
to success, but now it dawned on Charlie, he had no one to climb up the 
ladder for. 


“Tt’s nice to meet you,” Charlie said again. 


“May I have my hand back?” Chris laughed. 


31 


JOHN R. ALBERSHARDT 


Then they both laughed and the ice appeared to be broken. 
“Could I buy you a drink?” Charlie asked. 
“We just ordered, but you can buy the next round,” Chris replied. 


Leaving Craig to his own introductions with Chris’s girlfriend, 
Charlie moved around the table and sat next to Chris. Close to her he 
could feel those old restless feelings stirring inside of him. It had been 
a long time since he had felt any real attraction for any woman. He 
suddenly realized that he wanted, and needed, to feel some love and 
affection from a warm-bodied female. Maybe his lack of interest lately 
had been because he didn’t feel good about himself. Losing everything 
you have is enough to bruise anyone’s ego and pride, whatever the 
reason. Charlie was more than interested in this lovely person. 


“SO, where are you from?” Charlie asked, attempting small talk, 
thinking to himself she was probably from L.A. 


“I guess you could say I’m from London.” 


“Do you come to Vegas often?” Charlie asked, still out of ideas to 
talk about. 


“No, this is my first trip.” 


“You going anyplace special, or meeting someone?” Charlie asked, 
worried what the answer would be. 


“No one special, I’m here on business, no place special, yes, I’m 
single, no, I’ve never been married, yes, I’ve gambled at Monte Carlo, 
yes, I enjoy roulette and Baccarat, no, I don’t shoot craps. And yes, I 
would love to have dinner with you and see a show. Any more ques- 
tions?” Chris smiled at Charlie in such a way he didn’t feel the least bit 
upset that she had read his mind. 


Chris Mulligan wasn’t sure why she had agreed to spend the evening 


with this man. She supposed it was because she just wanted to let herself 
go for awhile, without having to worry about the consequences. Besides, 
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Charlie was attractive to her, in a masculine way, not like the men she 
knew in London and L.A., but the kind of man whose muscles came 
from hard work and not the local health club. Most of all, Charlie’s friend 
had taken her friend Anna’s attention away temporarily and Chris needed 
some space from her desperately. They had left London together five 
days earlier and had shared the same hotel room for the last three nights. 
Two of those nights Anna had propositioned her. Last night, in their suite 
in New York, Chris had almost succumbed to her affections in a weak 
moment. Anna was truly a beautiful woman, her own age and a longtime 
friend. Not to mention the fact that Chris had not only gone without sex 
for a long time, but had always secretly wondered what it would be like 
to be made love to by another woman. 


As Chris recalled the previous night, she became even more aware 
of Charlie’s manliness and convinced she had to get away from Anna 
for awhile. A long, upsetting telephone call to Anna had been the saving 
grace last night. The next time might be different. Even though they had 
taken separate rooms here in Vegas, she knew Anna would approach her 
again tonight, if they were alone. 

Chris leaned close to Charlie and whispered in his ear. 

“Let’s go someplace where we can be away from Anna and Craig.” 

“Anything you say, princess,” Charlie replied. 

As they stood to leave, Charlie tapped Craig on the back and smiled. 

“We’re going to see if we can get lucky at the tables, see you later.” 

“O. K. pal, good luck.” Craig chuckled and turned back to Chris’s 
friend Anna. Anna smiled at Chris and Charlie as they left the table and 
yelled “Good Luck” and waved her hand. 

As they walked toward the Casino, Chris took Charlie by the arm 


and confided, “Do you mind if we go to another hotel to gamble? I really 
do want to get away from Anna for awhile. Maybe I can explain later.” 
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“The way I feel right now I'll go to any hotel in the world with you,” 
Charlie answered. 


They had cocktails at Caesar’s Palace, a dinner show at the Stardust, 
danced under the stars at the Desert Inn, and gambled along the way. 
They laughed and joked, won and lost. Together, they gambled at 
everything, large and small wagers alike. Yet, together they had lost less 
than a hundred dollars. Chris seemed to Charlie to be the most beautiful 
intelligent woman he had ever met, and he breathed a sigh of relief when 
she announced she’d had enough gambling for the night. 


Walking arm-in-arm back to their hotel in the wee hours of the 
morning, Chris’s thoughts were filled with Charlie. Vegas wasn’t any- 
thing like the Riviera, but because of Charlie she had fun. She liked him 
a lot. He was self-confident, knew how to have a good laugh, obviously 
didn’t have a lot of money, but gambled wisely and was a gentleman all 
the way. She felt very comfortable with this tall, good-looking man and 
she didn’t want the night to end. 


Chris wished she could get to know Charlie better but felt it was 
unlikely, since they lived so far apart. Each would be headed home in a 
day or two. Life had always been that way to her. Whenever she had met 
a man that interested her, who treated her with respect and kindness, he 
was either married, too old, too young, or gay. She wondered if she would 
ever get to lead a normal life, with a husband and children, and have a 
house with a white picket fence. She held onto Charlie’s arm tighter as 
she dreamed. 


The casino in the Dunes was still going strong and as they stopped 
for a moment to take in the crowd Charlie asked, “How about a 
nightcap?” 

“Actually, I’d like to get into something a little more comfortable. 
Why don’t you join me for a nightcap in my room?” There was nothing 
more he would rather do. 


“Tl go buy a bottle of something and meet you there,” Charlie said. 


“Hurry,” Chris replied as she gave him a kiss on the cheek. 
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Fifteen minutes later, holding a bottle of Creme de Menthe under his 
arm, Charlie raised his hand to knock on the door to Chris’s room. He 
hesitated a moment, thinking. He hadn’t done this in years, could he 
handle a one night stand? Finally, he tapped the door lightly. Chris 
opened the door and bowed, waving Charlie into the room. 


“You okay?” Charlie asked. 


“Fine, and you?” Chris smiled and handed Charlie two water glasses 
filled with ice. 


An awkward moment passed between them, each wanting to ask 
certain questions, each wanting to answer. Finally, as they sat on the sofa, 
the tension was eased as Charlie started telling Chris about his new boat 
factory. And Charlie kept talking because Chris was apparently inter- 
ested, asking intelligent questions and following his every word. Chris 
had evaded many of Charlie’s questions during the night, so he kept 
talking, not wanting to push her. Finally, there was a lull in the conver- 
sation and Charlie began thinking of a more pressing subject. 


Chris was sitting next to Charlie on the sofa, unconsciously holding 
his hand. Suddenly, as if they had rehearsed, they were in each other’s 
arms, and their kiss was long, deep and yearning, filled with all kinds of 
emotions for each of them. They were both hungry for companionship 
and someone to care. 


They stood up and Charlie gently guided Chris to the bedroom and 
laid her on the bed. She pressed the full length of her body against him - 
and their lovemaking became a melding of two bodies into one, each 
exploring the other until they became familiar with one another and 
inhibitions faded away. Afterward they fell asleep in each other’s arms. 


Charlie was awakened the next moming by Chris gently running 
her tongue down his body. She was completely sober now and apparently 
wanted to make sure she hadn’t missed anything the night before. It had 
been a long time since Charlie had made love in the moming, especially 
like this. He decided he had been missing a lot. Afterward, they took a 
long, hot soapy shower together, and the last of any inhibitions they 
might have had were completely gone. 
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Charlie sat on the bed watching Chris dress and it dawned on him 
that he had never known anyone like Chris. She was nothing like Alice 
or any other woman he could remember. Chris was independent, intel- 
ligent, and had a good sense of humor. Her lovemaking was the best 
Charlie could remember. He suddenly didn’t want this to be a one night 
stand. 


Charlie talked about the factory again and Chris listened intently and 
seemed very interested when he outlined his plans. But when Charlie 
asked Chris what she did, she became very mysterious, telling him she 
was in the import business and nothing else. She did confide that she 
actually had a flat in London and was merely a traveling companion with 
Anna; rarely saw her in London, even though they were old school chums 
and Chris had no other family. They each went their own way. 


Chris sat down on the bed next to Charlie and kissed him fully on 
the mouth. “I must go. I have a business meeting.” 


“Will I see you later?” Charlie asked. 

“Tf you want to.” 

“IT want to.” 

“Then you shall. I’ll leave a message at the front desk when I get 
back.” Chris smiled and added, “I want to be with you tonight, Charlie." 
He kissed her goodbye at the elevator. 

“Chris, I just want you to know, last night was...beautiful.” 

“Yes, it was.” Chris smiled. “Maybe tonight will be even better.” She 


leaned forward and kissed Charlie again and squeezed his hand as the 
elevator doors opened. 


As Chris crossed the lobby of the hotel toward the front door, she 
wondered if she should call Anna before she left for Karl’s house. After 
all, he was Anna’s brother and she knew exactly why Chris had come to 
Las Vegas. Then Chris thought better of it and nodded to the doorman 
for a taxi. 
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As the taxi headed down the Vegas Strip towards the outskirts of 
town and her meeting with Karl Hausemann, Chris wondered if Charlie 
Tipton was the man she hoped he was. Last night had been so wonderful. 
Was it Charlie, or was it because it had been so long since a man had 
made love to her? She blushed at the thought and wished she was back 
at the hotel with him. 


As she thought ahead about her meeting with Karl, her carefree 
thoughts of the night before disappeared. Since her father died and she 
had asked Karl for help, it seemed as if her life had become more 
involved and she was becoming more dependent on Karl. Her years in 
boarding school certainly had not increased her acquaintance of male 
friends to call on for help. Until last night, because of her feelings toward 
Charlie, Karl was the only person she could turn to for help. She had 
almost confided in Charlie, then thought better of it. Perhaps she was 
being unduly concerned. On the other hand, it bothered her the way Karl 
seemed to feel toward her, as if she was a possession, an asset in a set of 
books. 


Chris recalled her first meeting with Karl in Johannesburg, South 
Africa. She had actually gone to see her old roommate, Anna 
Hausemann, and Anna’s brother Karl had been there. She had just left 
the solicitor’s office where the last arrangements for her father’s affairs 
had been made and the estate officially turned over to her. She had sat 
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alone in a small office reading a letter her father had left for her. Now 
She recalled the letter again and worried that she was the only one to 
know of it. She reached in her purse and opened an envelope. Through 
blurry eyes she reread the letter and it took her back to the small office. 


My Dearest Christina, 


When you read this letter I will be gone from you, but I want you 
to have good memories of your mother and me and it is important 
that you understand everything. 


I have left you well-cared for financially but there may be a 
problem enjoying your legacy, or rather collecting it, I’ ll explain. 


Ten years ago, shortly after your mother passed away, I buried 
two boxes of gold ingots in the garage, under the old station wagon 
still there. One box, marked ACME TOOL also contains two small 
boxes. One box contains about ten million dollars worth of uncut 
diamonds, the other about fifty million in emeralds. There is also a 
letter from your mother explaining how we got them, all very honest- 
ly, [ assure you. 


As you know, it is illegal to own or transport the contents so you 
must be extremely cautious and don't trust anyone. 


However, you must somehow get the boxes out of South Africa. 

Your mother and I always wanted to convert the gold and jewels 
to something else for you, but we ran out of time. We found them 
together and we saved them together for you. 

I tried the best I could after your mother died. I know boarding 
schools aren't the answer and you have had little home life. I hope 
you are able to find aman you can be happy with, raise a family, and 


enjoy what your mother and I have left to you. 


Your loving father. 
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Chris had reread the letter, at first elated at the thought of so much 
being left to her, then alarm at the thought of how to get it out of the 
country. She would have to sort this out later, she couldn’t think straight 
now. She reread her mother’s letter and the tears flowed again. Chris sat 
alone in the little office. She had never been alone before, there was 
always her father. He had been there when she was sick, when she needed 
a new dress or help with school, or just when she needed someone to 
talk to. The tears came finally and she could only think of Anna now for 
comfort. 


Anna Hausemann and Chris Mulligan had been in hoarding school 
in England together for six years. Then they had spent two years at a 
Finishing School for Young Ladies near Trent. After graduation each had 
gone her separate way and only saw the other occasionally. Chris became 
a commercial artist, which kept her busy, and Anna purchased an 
exclusive restaurant in London, so she had no free time. What Chris 
didn’t know was the extent of Anna’s ambition. Attractive, buxom, but 
naive and shy, Anna was rapidly becoming the largest dealer of cocaine 
in Great Britain. From her tiny office above the restaurant, she manipu- 
lated and controlled the movement of half the drugs in and out of London. 
And no one knew that Anna Hausemann was remotely interested, let 
alone involved, in drugs. 


Anna’s main concern at all times was her privacy and safety. For 
these reasons, among a few others, she never dated and was never seen 
in public outside the restaurant. When she left the restaurant, it was 
always by taxi or hired limousine, and always a different route. She never 
_ did anything that was repetitious or habitual. Anna always wore a hat 
with a broad rim, sunglasses rain or shine, and a variety of wigs. She 
worried about being conspicuous in her desire to be inconspicuous. At 
age thirty-four Anna Hausemann had amassed a fortune and she wanted 
to move it to the United States. She decided to use her brother Karl, to 
help her with the move. She would go to South Africa and set the wheels 
in motion from there. She knew Karl had purchased a house. in Las Vegas 
and was spending more and more time there. It would be a simple matter 
to move him permanently to Vegas. She would have Karl take the risks 
and she would reap the rewards. 
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Karl Hausemann had been raised as one of the new super race in 
Berlin during World War II. His father had been a Nazi officer under 
Rommel in Africa, and even though Karl had barely known his father, 
he was very proud of him. There was never any doubt in Karl’s mind 
that someday he would be a super being. 


Karl’s life changed, however, when the war ended. His father had 
determined it would be prudent to leave Germany and move to South 
Africa. It was late one night when Karl and his younger sister, Anna, left 
with their father for Johannesburg. Karl’s mother had died during the 
War, SO it was just the three of them starting a new life together. 


Karl’s early life was uneventful other than occasional scrapes with 
the law. From his father he learned about gold and precious gems. He 
learned how to cut a rough diamond and set it in a gold ring. By the time 
he was twenty he was considered a professional diamond cutter and 
jeweler. He dealt in stolen diamonds and gold, turning the raw product 
into beautiful jewelry then selling it on the black market. He minted 
Krugerrands in his basement workshop to sell to sailors and tourists, as 
well as for export. Only a professional with a trained eye could tell their 
centers were lead. 


Karl's father died shortly after Karl’s twenty-fifth birthday and Karl 
and his sister were left a sizeable inheritance. Still, Karl continued to 
deal in stolen gold and precious stones. He had no scruples and his 
passion for gold grew even more. 


Karl’s life changed again soon after his sister Anna graduated from 
college in England and came home for a visit. He had not seen her since 
their father’s funeral and he was somewhat surprised how she had 
changed. She was no longer a little schoolgirl. Not only was she 
attractive, she was extremely intelligent. She was voluptuous and he 
began noticing his sister’s body for the first time in his life. He began to 
Steal glimpses of her breasts which she made no attempt to hide with 
excess Clothing. She knew she had a good body and she had learned long 
ago to expose it to the fullest. What she didn’t know was that she was 
building a fire in her brother. She didn’t realize her see-through 
nightgowns and blouses were causing Karl to think about sex to the point 
of incest. Three weeks after Anna had been home from school, Karl 
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walked into her bedroom not knowing she had just stepped out of the 
shower. She was standing in front of the mirror in the nude, combing her 
hair and admiring herself. She whirled around as she saw Karl and 
instead of covering herself, she smiled with a look of defiance, an “I dare 
you” look. There was neither shame nor embarrassment felt by either of 
them and it seemed natural for Karl to take Anna in his arms and kiss 
her full and longingly on the lips. She returned his kiss and let her tongue 
roll inside his mouth, sending the message that he could do what he 
wanted. He picked her up like a lifeless doll and carried her to the 
bedroom, where they spent the rest of the day and the night enjoying 
each other as newfound lovers. If the fact that they were brother and 
sister mattered to either one of them, it was not mentioned. 


Their affair was convenient and fulfilling. Neither of them had ever 
had an affair before and all the years of abstinence and self-denial were 
now consummated. Karl was considerate, affectionate, and dominating. 
Anna was passionate and insatiable. 


The incestuous relationship ended when they had an argument over 
how much of her inheritance Anna should take to London. Karl wanted 
to invest it for her in South Africa, but Anna wanted to buy a restaurant 
in London. She finally won out and left Karl fuming and resentful. Both 
of them were alone in the world again. 


Years had passed and now Anna was with Karl again, only now she 
was the businesswoman, not a lover. By strange coincidence, the day 
after her arrival, Karl’s supplier of gold and diamonds had been arrested 
and the word was out that he was going to inform on everyone to save 
his own skin. There was only one thing for Karl to do, leave South Africa. 
The timing was perfect for Anna; she suggested he move to Las Vegas 
permanently. He started making arrangements immediately to transfer 
funds to the U. S. bank accounts and liquidate everything he owned in 
South Africa. 


The day before they were scheduled to leave, Anna received a phone 
call from an old college chum, Chris Mulligan. Anna insisted she come 
visit. Karl was furious, saying it would create clutter when they had so 
much to do. And then when the friend arrived and Karl was introduced 
to Chris, he was not only speechless, he was overwhelmed. She was 
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almost as tall as he and her smile and carriage made him feel small, 
almost inadequate. No person had ever affected him like this and the 
feeling was uncomfortable. 


“I thought you were in London,” Anna queried. 


“I was, but my father died suddenly last week and Ihad to come here 
to take care of everything. I just didn’t feel like Staying at the old house 
alone. I hope you don’t mind.” 


“Lord, no, you can stay as long as you like,” Anna gushed. 


Seeing complications with her in the house, Karl interrupted, “We 
do have one slight problem, we’re leaving for London tomorrow.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry, I'll go check into a hotel,” Chris replied, now sensing 
Karl’s hostility. 


“No you won’t, you’ll stay here as long as we are here,” Anna 
insisted. She took Chris’s arm and started up the stairs. Karl remained 
sullen; he had no use for people unless they could be used for his benefit - 
and he couldn’t see what purpose Chris would fulfill. 


Anna showed Chris to a spacious bedroom. “Freshen up and relax, 
then come down when you feel like it. This is your home. I’m sorry the 
timing is wrong, and I’m sorry about your father, but we’ll talk later.” 
Anna held Chris in her arms, gave her a kiss on the cheek, then turned 
and left the room, closing the door behind her. 


Later that day, still feeling very alone in the world, Chris confided 
in Karl and Anna about her inheritance and the gold. She didn’t tell them 
about the diamonds and emeralds; that would be her own little secret, 
just in case. 


Karl’s eyes lit up and he was all for going after the gold right away. 
However, Anna suggested that since Chris’s father had only been dead 
a week, it would seem prudent to wait awhile before going after the gold. 
There was a chance the house was being watched. If the gold had been 
there all these years without being disturbed, then another week or two, 
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or even a month, wouldn’t hurt anybody. Anyway, Chris didn’t need any 
money right away; she needed security and peace of mind. 


Finally, Anna convinced Chris to go back to London with her. She 
could not accomplish anything else by staying in Johannesburg and 
could handle everything from London. Chris was relieved. She had 
needed someone to talk to, and even though she had just arrived from 
London, she was anxious to return home, and to get as far away from 
South Africa as possible. 


The Vegas Taxi pulled up in front of a double iron gate and Chris 
came back to reality. 


“This is it, lady,” the taxi driver said to Chris. 

Chris looked past the gate at a sprawling Spanish style home, 
completely surrounded by an eight foot brick wall. The grounds were 
manicured and she could see sprinklers watering the side yard; it was 
beautiful. Chris paid the driver and walked up to the gate. She pushed 
the buzzer on the post nearby. It was only a moment before a huge man 
appeared on the other side of the gate. 

“Who do you vant?” asked the guard in a thick German accent. 

“Mr. Hausemann.” 

““What’s your name?” 

“Christina Mulligan.” 

The large man moved quickly, unlocking the gate. He towered over 
Chris, almost six feet tall herself. He started walking for the house as the 


gate clicked shut. They had just stepped on the front porch when Karl 
pushed the front door open. 


43 


JOHN R. ALBERSHARDT 


“Chris, my darling.” Karl put his arms around Chris and gave her a 


Kiss on the cheek. Thinking she had nothing to lose by being friendly at 


this point in time, she retumed the kiss and backed away smiling. 
“It’s good to see you, Karl.” 


“You stayed in London longer than I thought you would. Anyway, 
welcome to my American home. This is where I do all my entertaining. 
My clients enjoy it here; they like the security and peace and quiet. And, 
if they feel like nightlife, they are only five minutes from the most 
glamorous night clubs in the world.” 


They walked into a huge great room with open beam ceilings and a 
mammoth fireplace at the end of the room. What appeared to be a modest 
home on the outside was a mansion on the inside. Chris could see a 
Swimming pool through the rear windows of the great room. She 
suddenly wished Charlie was here to see this house and she became 
aware of how anxious she was to get back to him. 


“Don’t you have luggage?” Karl asked. 

“Yes, I left it in my room at the hotel.” Chris knew she and Anna 
were supposed to be staying with Karl but Anna had made such a fuss 
about staying at a hotel rather than at Karl’s, Chris had given in. 


“Tl send Max for it; I want you here with me,” Karl commanded. 
“Which hotel are you in?” 


“The Dunes.” Then without thinking, Chris blurted out, “Anna is 
there too.” 


“What?” Karl demanded. “My sister here? Why didn’t she call; I 
don’t understand.” 


“She wanted to surprise you,” Chris offered. 


“She certainly did.” Karl turned as Max entered the room. “Go to 
the Dunes and get my sister and all their luggage. 
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“No, Karl, I don’t want to put you out; I would rather Stay at the 
hotel,” Chris pleaded, thinking of Charlie. 


“Nonsense. You’ ll stay here and so will my sister, that’s final.” 
_ “Pll go with Max and pack my things,” Chris offered. 


“No, you stay here; Max can handle everything.” Karl looked as 
though he could kill. 


Chris felt as though there was something she had missed or didn’t 
understand. What difference did it make where they stayed? 


The lights on the Strip were starting to come on and Charlie walked 
to the bar with Craig, after checking with the front desk the tenth time 
for a message from Chris. It had finally dawned on him he was being 
stood up and it crushed him. He felt even worse because he had confided 
in her. He had told her more than he had ever told anyone about himself 
and had divulged his desperation, his plans for the future, even his true 
feelings about her. Charlie had compromised himself and he felt like an 
ass. 


By nine o’clock Charlie was so drunk he couldn’t eat dinner, and 
after checking for messages one last time, he staggered to bed. The next 
morning as Charlie and Craig walked across the parking lot to their rental 
car, two hookers approached them looking for an early “trick”. Craig 
laughed and shook his head. Charlie thought he should have run into one 
of these broads instead of Chris; he would have been better off. 


“You know, Charlie, I don’t think we have seen the last of Anna and 
Chris. Anna promised me she was going to visit me in Palm Beach on 
her way backto London. Sure is funny though how they both disappeared 
on us.” Craig shook his head and opened the trunk of the car. Charlie 
tossed his overnight bag in and philosophically lamented. 


“Vegas is always the same. Whatever happens, you lose.” 


45 


bes aevthe chew Thanking iat aie 
or ool Si Pu sie denne ae Es “nis hese! wey 


fit ¢ tes egies fire oz baton yew Put es 


os ~ Sp -Sigeie i 
‘oenitie 2ulO * epairk ver donq baat eae rg 
: i My nm 2 ; mex th Ta Meats 5a PO SA 
2 Sadert:| iy Loe: Wena tal > ler eee omy 
ein nate, Stes ks he secre ae okt dats elbedlag 
hina teies Batata gel deme raw arse dead en tied es 
: : "4 at, i ior aolatiny i 7 re 2 Ite t; hw nae Ait 
‘Wie eet 5 Oe SES Ae Mare lily 
; BSBA A ae RSS ae SE ae Ta 8 pee ERS ye ea 
4 . Saw t? card etait oo abo ihe pies See 
eed oad mete Bosroonghy efiselt bw eh ape) SeHPTE 
nin led > Gad arf 42k iad ae ore te Peis) ae aa Sarna # Lie 
ing tid andes cenpateh dat Rad wc, riden x6e Bod bell ave 
lag tt Pah! OES SPURL SAS WS ankian eee ern Bie boaiawib i 
wa Set Dae Gy shoe el cidili te int abril theckerk 
asi He aA Tt: Ae Kad trate atm 
bet ser s60 266 nf Sieur lod ger stil zoo) 3d oan ih 
a vod benign orients eine “ovestian oohiaaie 
Dena Hiro hy -ibie SES ants bollay: gic ba vinta ae i 
tf apy ete ih wit ove Mot yan heaven iced oa 
SiC Eee tetas! Dates och heer ds ees Chadd eis oes a hia 
; e hate aiis? eat seed tio we 6! “tn. J a1 DES Wad ayant See 1% 
Leite ide DT Rael eneray olga ay a ae *' a Ohad ay oe 
RESO ite SNe ocr tale cp a we one ofa betimody she a P “ 
P yrs aay phetls NS IO Vor + Berengts ¥ VCRDINT Gan NO aot Tas Ae — : 
Bil eeo Rete vats, hea tmciae ats eats tei — Avot ae 4 
; | eresengl fiat aetna «nF ged alee Bh 
| ea pia ates. Piss temeet 20 Man Se ig root +o 
oes ae "aseigits oe sedi eb Sanaa epee ode 
gala, al ; 


Charlie had agreed to meet Craig at the factory the following 
Monday, so that gave him two days to do his homework. He knew from 
experience that negotiating with Craig Golden wasn’t necessarily fun. 
In school Craig had earned the reputation of being cunning and some- 
times ruthless. When it was discovered that Craig was from mixed 
religious parentage, and spent half of his time at the Methodist Church 
and half at the Synagogue, he was given the nickname, “half-a-Jew”; he 
sure wasn’t half a Methodist. Charlie knew he’d better have the right 
financing from the outset, otherwise, if he had to go back to Craig for 
more at any time, it would undoubtedly cost dearly. He remembered his 
father saying, “A bad loan is worse than no loan at all,” and at this point 
in time, Charlie sure didn’t need a bad loan. 


Charlie decided to get closer to George Evans for several reasons. 
One, he needed more information about the boat and the history of the 
factory. Two, he would rather have George as a friend and loyal 
employee than an adversary or landlord. Three, he wanted George to be 
his ally when it came time to deal with Craig. Even though Craig had 
already agreed to finance the factory, that didn’t mean he wouldn’t be 
asking a million questions and driving a harder bargain for himself. 


Charlie called Evans at his home and was rewarded with polite 


enthusiasm. Evans said he would be “delighted” to spend the day with 
Charlie and they agreed to meet at the plant an hour later. They spent the 
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rest of the day going over blueprints, artists’ renderings, engineering 
drawings, the mold, the production line, and even lists of suppliers and 
names of employees who would probably come back to work. Charlie 
decided they’d had enough for the day and offered to buy dinner. As they 
walked out the door to get into Charlie’s car, Evans smiled and laughed; 
he had spent a memorable day with Charlie and enjoyed every minute. 


“Charlie, I really enjoyed working with you today. You’re going to 
need a good superintendent and I have a few good years left in me, what 
are my chances?” | 


“George, you’re hired.” They shook hands as they got into the car. 
George had already convinced Charlie that he knew what he was doing 
in the plant - a little weak in the office - but a powerhouse on the drafting 
board and in the factory. 


As they were driving toward the beach to eat dinner, Evans suggested 
that they swing by Pier 66 and see the first Seafire. Charlie jumped at 
the opportunity, he was anxious to see what the boat looked like in the 
water. He also wanted to talk to someone who had purchased a Seafire 
to see if the powerplant and speed were the only problems. He figured 
George had been telling the truth; he just wanted to hear it from someone 
else. Another thing, if he didn’t ask, Craig would. 


Charlie turned the car onto the Seventeenth Street Causeway and 
headed toward Pier 66. He had a purpose for the first time in months; he 
felt excitement, he was involved, and it felt good. They pulled into the 
parking lot and George commented on the many boats sitting at the finger 
piers. 


“You're looking at a hundred million dollars worth of boats there in 
front of you.” 


They parked the car and walked through the security gate toward a 
long finger pier. After passing several docks and some of the most 
beautiful yachts in the world, George stopped and pointed at the Miss 
Lea. 


“There she is.” 
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Charlie almost gasped out loud, she was beautiful. They walked up 
to the edge of the dock next to the boat. The name, Miss Lea, was painted 
in bright gold letters shaded in black. The sleek, forty-foot boat, painted 
canary yellow, seemed to be flying through the water even though it was 
- sitting still. George knocked on the hull of the boat and a blonde head 
popped up through the hatch. 

“Hi, Mr. Evans, haven’t seen you in a long time.” 


“Lea, this is Charlie Tipton, he’s thinking about starting up the 
factory. 


Charlie felt old all at once, but he couldn’t help but notice how pretty 
the blonde was; hell, she was as pretty as the Seafire. 


“Call me Charlie,” he insisted with a smile. 
“Would you mind showing Charlie the boat?” Evans asked. 


“Glad to, come aboard.” Lea stood up to her full height, about five 
foot, not much more. She’s really cute, thought Charlie. 


Thirty minutes later Charlie had seen the whole boat and was 
hunched over in the engine compartment. He looked up at Lea and 
smiled. 

“One last question?” 

“Shoot.” 

“How fast does she go?” 


“Tell him the truth,” Evans interrupted. 


“The best she’ll do in a flat calm, downwind, and not much fuel in 
the tanks, is fifty knots, and she is screaming.” 


There was silence, then George continued. 
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“Charlie, these were the biggest engines we could get into the space 
we had without redesigning the hull, and at that point we didn’t have the 
time or money to change anything. When word got out that we were 
underpowered, the cancellations started. We couldn’t even afford Space 
at the Miami Boat Show. We know the hull will take anything we can 
put in it and she will take seas no other boat can, we just never figured 
out how to give her the right power. We perfected everything but that, 
end of story.” 


“What if I told you I could get eighty knots out of her?” Charlie 
grinned as he looked at Evans. 


“You could sell everything you built and have a two year backlog.” 
Evans looked at Charlie in disbelief. 


“Why don’t we take Lea to dinner with us and I’ll tel] you what my 
plan is,” Charlie said as he crawled out of the cramped engine room. 


As they drove to dinner Charlie explained his idea to increase the 
speed of the Seafire. Since Evans had convinced him that the hull could 
take more power and was designed to go over eighty knots, maybe the 
problem lay in thinking only in terms of dual engines; perhaps the answer 
could be found in one large engine. All Charlie had to do was make one 
phone call and he would know for sure. 


They had ordered dinner and Charlie excused himself to make his 
call. As he walked to the phone booth he smiled, remembering his oldest 
and dearest friend, Ed Dolan. When Ed had retired from the Air Force 
he had taken over a junk yard in El Paso, Texas. He had been buying 
surplus junk for years, no wonder he needed a junk yard. The thought of | 
Ed living in a junk yard made Charlie snicker. Charlie wondered how 
Ann, Ed’s wife, liked El Paso; she used to say El Paso reminded her of 
the south side of Tucson, “one big junk yard”. 


He remembered the last squadron reunion when Ed had bragged 
about buying fifty new Mustang engines for $2500 apiece. If Ed said one 
Mustang engine would do the trick in the Seafire, and Charlie could get 
him to come to Fort Lauderdale, all his power and engineering problems 
would be solved. Ed knew more about Mustang engines than Allison and 
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Rolls Royce put together. He had been responsible for more modifica- 
tions on the Mustang engine than anyone else. He had made it the king 
of the skies, and he knew every nut and bolt in it. 

Charlie dialed the phone and waited, glancing at his watch as the 
phone rang; it was four o’clock in El Paso. The phone clicked at the other 
end, and a familiar voice answered. 

“Dolan Engineering.” 

“You mean Dolan Junk,” Charlie laughed. 

“Charlie Tipton, where the hell are you?” 

“T’m in Fort Lauderdale, how you doing, old-timer?” 


“Not worth a damn, how have you been?” 


“T’ll tell you how I’m doing after I find out if you still have all those 
Mustang engines,” Charlie answered. 


“Yes, I still have all those Mustang engines and I wouldn’t be here 
if I didn’t have them. You know, I cut the price in half to a dealer and 
couldn’t sell them. My timing was all wrong I guess.” 


“Ed, if you can figure out a marine modification for them and tell 
me it can be done, I’ll get you five thousand apiece for them.” Charlie 
held his breath, waiting to hear what Ed would say. 

“You drinking, Charlie?” 


“No, I’m not drinking, and I’m not kidding; I think I’m on to 
something that could make us both well.” 


Charlie spent the next five minutes explaining to Ed what he was © 


trying to do. It wasn’t necessary; Ed would have caught the next plane 
if Charlie had asked him, and Charlie would have done the same for Ed. 
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“You bet they’ll work, how soon do you want me there?” Ed asked, 
full of enthusiasm. 


“Ed, I know this is short notice, but if you could fly in Monday in 
time to meet with Craig and me, I’d sure appreciate it.” 


“Tl be there, Charlie, ” Ed answered. They visited for afew minutes 
and Charlie agreed to pick Ed up in Miami Sunday night. The replace- 
ment value of the engines was over a million dollars and along with Ed’s 
expertise should make Craig take notice. At least Charlie should be able 
to drive a harder bargain now. 


Charlie could hardly wait to tell George Evans about Ed and the 
Mustang engines. As he walked back to the table he recalled his first 
meeting with Ed. They had just been assigned the same flight instructor 
and they took a natural liking to each other. Ed was from Northern 
California, near Napa. He loved four things in life—girls, golf, flying, 
and engines—not necessarily in that order. He was six feet tall, had a 
cropped haircut, played scratch golf, was known to gamble on his score, 
and rarely lost. The one thing people remembered most about Ed was 
his smile. He was always smiling, even when he worried. Even Ann, his 
wife, said, “Ed goes to bed with a smile and a lot of the time I don’t have 
anything to do with it.” Ed always had a deal working someplace. He 
had a pool parlor run by a wetback and he always had a backyard full of 
junk that he traded around the world. Ed gave the impression that he was 
naive, but his close friends knew he was sly as a fox, close with a buck 
and exceptional at everything he did. He was also the nicest guy Charlie 
had ever known, as well as one of the best pilots. 


Charlie reflected on the day he was chasing Ed in a P51, the week 
before graduation from cadets. Ed did a slow roll, split S into half a loop, 
pulled up into an Immelmann, all the time on instruments. Charlie asked 
how long he had been doing aerobatics on instruments? Ed just smiled 
and said, “Doesn’t everyone?” 


Charlie reached the table and sat down with George and Lea. 


“Ed will be here tomorrow night and he is confident the engines will 
work. At least he is willing to help work it out and make the engines 
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available to us.” Charlie’s pleasure and relief were apparent to George 
and he clapped his hands. 


“Well done.” 

“Ed said he isn’t concerned about converting the engines if the boat 
will take them. He said ‘if Miss Budweiser can do it, so can we,” ” Charlie 
exclaimed with joy. 


“Maybe you can convert mine?” Lea asked. 


“Why do you want such a fast boat?” Charlie wanted to know more 
about this young lady. 


“T like fast boats, fast cars, fast planes, and —.” 


Lea was about to say something else but decided not to. Charlie could 
only guess she was about to say “fast men.” 


“T wonder how many people there are like you, and how many there 
are that can afford a Seafire?” Charlie was thinking out loud. 


“We sold fifteen of them, sight unseen, with no sea trial or 
photographs, just artists’ renderings. "Nuff said?” 


George looked at Charlie and smiled, they liked each other and each 
knew, without saying, they had a good shot at reviving the Seafire. Most 


of all, the odds were getting better at reopening the factory and putting 


a lot of good people back to work. 


As they ate their dinner the conversation changed from time to time, 
to Lea and her boat. It was becoming more difficult for Charlie to keep 
the conversation on boats and factories. Lea’s hand was resting lightly 
on his leg, just above the knee; there was no mistaking her intentions or 
desires and Charlie was becoming nervous. Christ, he thought, my 
daughter Ellen is older than her; this is insane. 


Charlie was glad George was along, and when they dropped Lea off 
back at her boat, he had an excuse not to allow matters to get out of hand. 
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“Why don’t you come back for a nightcap, Charlie? 


Maybe we could even take the boat out for a spin?" Lea was oozing 
passion and sex all over Charlie. 


“Tl take a raincheck, Lea, thanks. George and I have a lot of work 
to do if we’re going to be ready by Monday.” 


Charlie waved good-bye as he pulled away from Pier 66, and he 
thought to himself, “I must be getting old to pass up an opportunity like 
that.” 

“You're either blind or crazy, or both. I thought Lea was going to 
rape you back there.” George laughed and shook his head, and added, 
“If I was your age and had your looks I sure wouldn’t spend the evening 
with the likes of me.” 


“I guess I’m not ready to get involved with anyone yet.” 


“Well, don’t put it off too long, if you want my advice. This getting 
old by yourself is no God damn fun.” 


Charlie smiled and thought of Chris Mulligan. 
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Driving home Charlie reflected on the day’s events—so far so good. 
Tomorrow he would get together with Evans and Ed and really set the 
stage. He knew if he dangled the right bait in front of Craig he would 
get what he wanted. So long as he had control he would let Craig have 
what he wanted in interest, within reason. Better to have half a loaf than 
no loaf at all. The next step, if he got the financing, was to go public. He 
would build the company and pay off debt with public dollars. 


It was a beautiful night with an ocean breeze blowing on shore and 
his mind wandered to Lea momentarily. But he was determined to stay 
away from Lea, so he turned his thoughts to Ed. Thinking of Ed out in 
the desert with all his junk made Charlie laugh out loud, and he remem- 
bered one morning when he and Ed were together out in the desert flying. 


It was eight o’clock in the morning at Luke Air Force Base in the 
middle of nowhere Arizona. Ed and Charlie had just relieved the night 
crew on alert. There was a gentle breeze blowing, the sun was just 
starting to show over the mountain peaks, and it was very quiet. You 
could hear a fly buzzing twenty feet away. 


The alert shack was out on the far end of the field, about a hundred 
_ yards from the end of the active runway. Just in front of the shack two 
shiny new F-100’s were parked. The starting units were plugged in and 
the crew chief and two mechanics were cleaning something under the 
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belly of Ed’s plane. It seemed as if they were always cleaning something. 
Ed and Charlie had just been back from Korea a short time and their 
squadron was the first to fly the new F-100 Super Sabres. 


Settling in for their shift, they sat playing gin. Ed, as usual, was 
lamenting the loss of hts precious Mustangs. 


“If Hughes tests a new drone today and we have to chase the damn 
thing, you'll be glad we have the Sabres,” Charlie laughed. 


The words were barely out of his mouth when all hell broke loose. 
The alert horn started blowing, there was a siren in the distance, and the 
loudspeaker was screaming “scramble alert, scramble alert.” Ed and 
Charlie were out the door together, running for their planes. The 
mechanics were already in the cockpits starting the engines. As Charlie 
started up the ladder to his plane the mechanic climbed out of the cockpit 
showing a thumbs up. Charlie climbed in and as he was connecting his 
parachute harness the mechanic handed him his helmet and oxygen 
mask. Then as he plugged in the headset and oxygen the mechanic laid 
the shoulder harness over Charlie’s shoulders, glanced at the gauges, 
gave Charlie a friendly punch, and backed down the ladder. He jumped 
to the ground, pulled the ladder away, quickly disconnected the starting 
unit and ran to the wingtip. Charlie looked over to the mechanic and 
received a salute—he was clear to taxi. Ed had already started to taxi as 
Charlie released his parking brakes and followed closely behind. 


“Right behind you, Ed. I mean Colonel,” Charlie corrected himself. 
Ed had just made full Colonel the week before and Charlie was rubbing 
it in every chance he got. There was no envy and Ed knew it. They had 
been together for fifteen years and done everything two men could do 
together, besides, it was just a matter of time before Charlie would be a 
full bird too. 


“Lieutenant Colonel Tipton, switch to channel three,” Charlie heard 
in his headset. Ed was rubbing back. 


They accelerated as they turned off the ramp onto the active runway, 


lining up on the center line, Charlie could see Ed’s afterburner ignite. As 
Charlie nudged his throttle into the afterburner notch, he was about fifty 
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feet behind Ed and a little to his right. They lifted off the runway and 
raised their gear at the same time. Charlie didn’t have to talk to Ed to 
know when to raise his flaps and adjust his power setting, he had pulled 
up close enough behind Ed so he could see his flaps coming up, and he 
adjusted his accordingly. Charlie maintained his distance, and as they 
passed through ten thousand feet he looked at his clock. Two minutes 
from scramble, not bad, he thought. Then another voice. 


“Scrambler, this is Davis Monthan control, we have a possible 
intercept and destroy ten miles from you on a heading of two seven zero 
degrees at thirty thousand feet. Do you copy, Scrambler?” 


“Roger, we copy,” and Ed repeated the transmission. 
‘What are we looking for, control?” Ed asked. Charlie checked his 
altimeter and airspeed, they had just rolled out on a heading of 190 


degrees and were passing through twenty thousand feet at five hundred 
knots. ; 


“Scrambler, this is Davis Monthan. Your target is confirmed, an 
experimental heat seeking drone, it is not armed, but out of control. 


Repeat, you are confirmed, intercept and destroy. Acknowledge.” 


“Roger DM, intercept and destroy. Do you have us on your screen 
yet?” 


“Affirmative Scrambler, we have you at twenty two thousand feet 
at five hundred knots on a heading of one niner zero, change to heading 
of one six zero, you should intercept in one minute.” 
“Hey Charlie, that damned thing is headed for L. A.,” Ed warned. 
“Yes, Sir!” Charlie replied. 

“Cut the crap, Charlie.” 
“Yes, Sir.” Charlie looked over at Ed as Ed turned and grinned at 


Charlie. Charlie had closed to twenty feet from Ed’s wingtip. They were 
flying as one plane, like they had done a thousand times in every kind 
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of plane they could get their hands on, beginning with two old fabric 
covered bi-planes. 


“Charlie, let’s get an extra thousand feet on that thing, in case the 
heat seeker is still working. Even though it isn’t armed I don’t want a 
rocket up my six today.” 


“T’m with you,” Charlie answered. 


Ed was the first to see the drone, about a thousand feet below them 
on a course that would take it over populated areas very shortly. 


“Charlie, I'll make a pass at it and see if I can get it with my cannon. 
You stay up here and be ready to go after it if I have any trouble.” 


Ed started a gentle descent, straight at the out-of-control missile. 
Charlie saw him fire, he looked ahead to the missile, nothing. Ed was 
flying closer to it now, coming up fast. 

“I’m going to try and turn it back over the desert, look below.” 

Charlie looked below and ahead, there was Riverside California. Ed 
had just dropped in front of the missile. His airspeed was approaching 
eight hundred knots and, with the missile, he was gradually turning to 
the left, now heading south toward Mexico. Charlie turned with them, 
only a thousand feet above. 

“Charlie, see if you can get a shot at it.” 

“Better not, if I miss I might hit you,” Charlie answered. 

“TI pull up left and hit my afterburner, that will give you a shot.” 


“You're the boss,” replied Charlie. Just then Ed called in alarm. 


“Charlie, I’ve got a power problem, red lights all over the place, I 
better dive and try and shake that damn thing.” 
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Charlie saw Ed suddenly roll over on his back and dive for the 
ground. This was Charlie’s chance, he rolled left and pushed forward on 
the stick, he had the missile in his sights, he pulled the trigger for his 
fifty caliber machine guns, leading the missile just a hair. Suddenly, there 
was a small explosion and a ball of fire, he had destroyed the missile. 
Just then Davis Monthan called. 


“Scrambler, the missile will run out of fuel in sixty seconds, what is 
your situation?” 


“This is Scrambler, missile destroyed over uninhabited area. 
Standby, we might have a problem with Scrambler One.” 


Just then Ed cut in. 


“This is Scrambler One. I’ve lost power but think I can make it back 
to the field. Do you see me, Charlie?” 


“Roger, [have you down at about fifteen thousand. I’ll be there with | 
you in a minute,” Charlie answered as he rolled over into a gentle dive. 
He pulled up behind and a little to the right of Ed. 


“You going to make the field alright?” 

“No sweat.” 

“Tl hang around ‘till you’re on the ground.” 
“Thanks, Charlie.” 


As Ed touched down and his chute opened out of the tail, Charlie 
rolled away overhead and went around for his own approach and landing. 
After landing, he taxied up to the flight line and shut his engine off. Then 
he started to shake-first his hands, then his legs, it was always the same. 
As soon as the crisis was over and there was no more emergency, he got 
two minutes of the shakes. He decided to fill out the Form One later. Just 
another day at work for Ed and Charlie, but their relationship cemented 
a little more. 
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Charlie’s mind had drifted through the past all the way home, but 
now back in his almost bare living room, he knew he had to focus on the 
present. There was still one more job to do before Charlie and Ed met 
with Craig on Monday. He knew he was going to need all the bargaining 
and sales tools he could get hold of, or his tail would belong to Craig 
Golden for sure. He had to have an edge to supplement Craig’s front 
money, just in case there weren’t sufficient deposits from sales or he was 
hit with hidden costs he hadn’t accounted for. He also wanted to be able 
to expand if it was justified, without asking Craig for additional money. 


He hadn’t been home but a few minutes when an idea occurred—he 
would go public right away. It took him ten minutes to get to the filling 
station and the phone booth. He was dialing a familiar number he hadn’t 
dialed in over two years. He hoped Bob Cohen had not moved and that 
he wouldn’t mind taking a collect call. If Bob still had the shell of that 
public company, he would really be the answer to some financial 
problems. What Charlie had in mind was a “reverse acquisition.” He 
would inflate the value of his company and sell it for stock to Bob’s. He 
would make an old company active again and his new one public, all 
through the back door and skip all the paperwork and expense of starting 
from scratch. 


Another thing that no one would know except Charlie and Bob was 
that Charlie owned twenty five percent of the stock already, an in- 
heritance from his father ten years before. The stock was worthless now 
but if Charlie could throw some business into the old shell, it might be 
worth something again someday. If he could get the stock trading again 
he would be one step farther toward independence. 


“Hello,” Bob Cohen answered. 
“Hello, this is the .R.S.,” Charlie said. 


“Charlie Tipton, you couldn’t disguise your voice if you tried. Where 
are you?” 


“T’min Lauderdale. I called to find out about Transbanc, do you still 
have it?” 
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“Still have it and still looking for a home for it. I’m so damn sick of 
answering letters from irate shareholders and filling out forms for the 
SEC, I could cry.” 


“Well, old buddy, I might just have the answer for you.” 


Charlie spent the next ten minutes explaining his plan to Bob and 
finally Bob agreed it had merit and that he would go along with it. They 
would move the shell to Lauderdale and have it buy the boat company 
for stock. This would be a switch on Craig — selling him stock rather 
than borrowing from him, but they agreed it might work. Also, Charlie 
believed he could trade their stock for the Mustang engines. If they could 
put the engines on the books at their real value it would really make the 
company look good. When they worked out the division of shares it 
looked as if Charlie would have effective control of the company along 
with Bob and Ed. 


Bob agreed to fly to Lauderdale the following week and stay as long 

as necessary to effect the transfer of the company. He also agreed to help 

with the audit for the SEC, prepare all the necessary documents, and go 

with Charlie to Washington to re-register the company. It would then be 

up to Charlie to get the operating part of the new company in good 

enough shape to interest an underwriter in a secondary offering of the 
stock. 


__ After hanging up with Bob, Charlie decided to swing by. the bar at 
Pier 66 for a nightcap. Anything would be better than his shabby living 
quarters; he felt good about the future and he didn’t want to ruin the 
feeling now with the surroundings of his little cottage. 


As Charlie opened the door to the cocktail lounge a familiar voice 
shouted across the lobby. 


“Hey, Charlie, wait for me!” It was Lea. 
Charlie wasn’t surprised to see Lea; as a matter of fact he admitted 


to himself he was hoping to run into her. She had high heels on, her hair 
was tied in a loose knot on top of her head, and the dress she wore left 
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nothing to the imagination. As she approached Charlie he thought she 
looked taller and older. 


“How about buying a poor sailor a drink?” Lea asked as she placed 
her arm on Charlie’s shoulder and nuzzled into his side. 


“Why don’t you have a nightcap with me?” Charlie answered with 
a smile. 


“Thought you’d never ask.” 
“TI was hoping you would be here,” Charlie admitted. 


Lea grinned. “I have a great idea. Let’s have a drink on the Seafire. 
The moon is full, I have a bucket full of ice, and the drinks are much 
cheaper.” 


“Thought you’d never ask.” Charlie laughed. 


As they walked toward the dock where Lea’s boat was tied, Charlie 
felt alive and vibrant again. He had thought about the girl he had met in 
Vegas, Chris Mulligan, but he was back to reality now. He thought ahead 
to tomorrow, to getting back to work, to start climbing another ladder, 
to taste success again, and to feel the thrill of accomplishment. Yes, his 
future was here in Lauderdale. Maybe Lea could make him forget Chris, 
he would let her try. 


Four hours later, Charlie stepped off the Seafire, worn out and 
slightly drunk. Lea had done everything a woman could do to arouse 
Charlie. She had come close several times, but Charlie had too much on 
his mind. Coupled with Lea’s youth and the image of Chris still in his 
memory, Charlie had struck out. 
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Charlie had just returned from an early morning jog on the beach 
and a quick dip in the ocean. As he turned the water on in the old shower 
stall, he thought for a moment that he was either going to fix the shower 
so the water came out evenly, or he was going to rent a better place. On 
second thought, he would put up with the old shower. His new privacy 
and low profile were still important, and safe here. 


Charlie reflected on the past. He had been to the top and fallen hard 
to the bottom. Maybe he would have a little more luck this time and hold 
on to it. He remembered the words of Teddy Roosevelt, “The credit 
belongs to the man who is actually in the arena, whose face is marred 
by dust and sweat and blood...and if he fails, at least fails while daring 
greatly.” He’ll never be with those cold and timid souls who know neither 
victory nor defeat. 


Well, Charlie knew both victory and defeat and he was determined 
he would never taste defeat again. He wondered if last night with Lea 
had been a defeat for him or her. 


As he fixed acup of coffee he felt inspired and excited at the thought 
of the day’s events ahead of him. Everything could come together today. 
It all depended on Craig now, the front end money, or as some called it, 
the “down stroke.” Charlie needed Craig and knew it. He also knew 
Craig knew it, and even though Craig had told him he would put up the 
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necessary funds to get started, it didn’t mean he wouldn’t try and drive 
a hard bargain or even back out when the chips were down. Charlie hoped 
he would go along with the stock deal and going public. It all boiled 
down to Craig’s financial condition at the moment and how much spare 
cash he had to play with. 


Charlie decided to beat Craig to the punch. He would tell him right 
away that he wanted to sell him preferred stock instead of borrowing the 
money from him. He could give him some options and maybe fatten the 
kitty another way. He would lay it on him about the engines and Ed and 
George. He’d spring it on him before he had a chance to say no. Maybe 
Craig would appreciate Charlie’s reasoning about there being less risk 
for his investment, now that he had formulated a new game plan. 


There was still one important ingredient missing, a backup for the 
Seafire. He was asking Craig to finance the Seafire; if it failed, every- 
thing failed. They needed a backup product just in case. George Evans 
had suggested the other night at dinner that a new company, “Custom 
Yachts”, was possibly available to be purchased. He had said they had 
a beautiful line of fast sailboats but were oversold and underfinanced. 
Perhaps he could put two rocks together and make them float. It was 
worth a try. He would stop and see the President of Custom Yachts on 
his way to meet Craig; he needed every bargaining tool he could lay his 
hands on. 


Charlie rinsed his coffee cup and headed out the door. He paused, 
and turning around, gazed around at his “castle” and tasted the desire to 
win. Then he thought of Chris Mulligan and wondered if he would ever 
feel comfortable about a woman again. He didn’t know whether it was 
loneliness or self pity; he didn’t have time for either now. Last night Lea 
had been everything he had ever wanted in a woman sexually, but that 
wasn’t the main thing anymore. As Charlie walked toward his old 
Cadillac he shook his head, and he wondered if he would ever geta 
second chance with Lea. 


As Charlie pulled up into a visitor’s parking lot at Custom Yachts, 
he smelled the resin and varnish and heard the noise that reminded him 
of his uncle’s factory, a mixture of pounding, grinding, drilling, a sort of 
a hum, the sign of a busy production line. He remembered his uncle 
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saying how he dreaded the “absence of noise” for it meant a slowdown 
for some reason. 


_ The reception room was hectic, with three girls and two men all 
working in a fourth of the space they needed. Although the office was a 
mess, it appeared to be under control by a tall good-looking girl with 
flaming red hair who was directing the confusion. 


“May I help you?” she smiled at Charlie. 


“IT don’t have an appointment but I would like a few minutes with 
Mr. Sheriden.” 


“Mr. Sheriden is very busy. May I ask who you are with?” 


“T’mnotasalesman. You might say it’s personal. My name is Charlie 
Tipton and I’m very anxious to talk to Mr. Sheriden.” 


Charlie’s smile had to be the deciding factor. The redhead picked up 
- the phone and announced Charlie, then a moment later put down the 
phone and pointed to a door at the rear of the office. 


“You can go right in,” she said with a provocative smile. 


When Charlie opened the door to Tim Sheriden’s office, he almost 
gasped at the sight. The complete mess and confusion made the outer 
office look as if it were empty. There were two desks pushed together in 
the middle of the room, a drafting board behind each of the desks, two 
tables next to each of the drafting boards, with every flat surface in the 
room overflowing with papers. Even a lamp on one desk had a file lying 
across it. The two men in the room stood up and each held out a hand to 
Charlie. They both looked like they hadn’t slept in a month, but managed 
a smile and waved to a chair that had a stack of papers on it. The other 
man, Jake Wilson, hurried to pick up the papers so Charlie could sit 
down. | 


Charlie hesitated, wondering if he could talk freely in front of the 


man named Wilson. Sheriden sensed this and attempted to ease Charlie’s 
mind. 
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“It’s alright, Jake and I are partners, you can talk about anything you 
want to talk about. We have no secrets.” 


Charlie sized up Jake Wilson. He was at least six foot six, about the 
Same age as Tim, balding and grey at the temples. He had the build of 
an ox that looked as if he could bend a manhole cover with his hands. 
But Jake had a boyish face and a smile like Tim’s that relaxed Charlie. 


As Charlie considered how to open the conversation he determined 
that both of these men would appreciate honesty, rather than suspecting 
a “hussle”. Charlie decided to go for broke, on a hunch, no beating 
around the bush. 


“Tim, I’m not going to waste your time. George Evans, whom you 
know, told me the other night that you were possibly having some 
financial problems and that you might be interested in selling out. If it’s 
true, I’m interested in making you a proposition. If it isn’t, I'll get out 
now and won’t waste any more of your time.” 


Tim Sheriden and Jake Wilson looked at Charlie in disbelief, 
wondering if he was for real. Jake had the earmarks of a man close to a 
fainting spell. Tim’s mouth was slightly ajar. Finally, Tim broke the dead 
silence. 


“George Evans was both right and wrong. Yes, we are in financial 
difficulty, but we don’t want to sell if we don’t have to. There is still a 
chance we can work things out.” 


“Tf hell doesn’t freeze over first,” Jake added with a grin. He looked 
at Charlie and laughed heartily. 


Tim continued and explained further. “Yes, we probably will have 
to sell. We oversold our production thinking the bank would finance our 
receivables. We took deposits, started production, ran out of money, went 
to the bank to borrow on our receivables and were turned down flat. We 
couldn't shop around for another bank because we were already too deep 
into this one. They even own our equipment and are leasing it back to 
us.” Tim shrugged his shoulders in resignation and tapped his desk with 
his pencil. 
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“The bank is raising Hell with us now because we’re late on our last 
payment,” Jake added. 


“How much do you have in firm sales with deposits, not yet 
produced?” Charlie asked. 


“Just over three million dollars,” Jake answered. 


“What did you do with the deposits?” Charlie asked, hoping for the 
right answer. 


““We put the deposits in escrow until we have produced the hull and 
start production on that particular boat. The deposit covers the cost of 
the hull and gives us a little profit to continue production. Then we ask 
for a progress payment after thirty days, usually half the balance,” Jake 
answered without changing his concentration on Charlie. 


“By the way, Jake is our comptroller and a C.P.A. to boot,” Tim 
interrupted. 


‘“We have another five million in sales from dealers that we can’t do 


_ anything about because the dealers are having trouble financing the 


paper,” Jake continued. “Probably just as well, we couldn’t produce them 
anyway.” 


“What are your biggest problems right now?” Charlie asked. Jake 
glanced at Tim and Tim shrugged his shoulders in resignation. Jake 
looked back at Charlie and continued. 


“Lack of operating capital coupled with growing pains. We know 
we have to expand but the bank stops us at every turn. We have five boats 
on the line at one time, we need fifteen. We need to double our payroll, 
and we need more equipment. And it would be nice if we could do some 
research on a second boat so we could balance our sales program, which 
in turn would give us cash up front that we could move around where 
we needed it.” Jake held his hands palms up, shrugged, and smiled at 
Charlie. 
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Charlie looked from Jake to Tim. He knew it was the same old story, 
American ambition running ahead of financial patience. Charlie knew 
he had something they needed, and there was no doubt they had some- 
thing he desperately needed, firm orders and a production line. Charlie 
knew he had one more ace up his sleeve more than anything else, the 
answer to their financial woes. He decided to let it all hang out. 


Charlie told them briefly of his background and recent failure, his 
plans for the Seafire and for George Evans’s factory which was five times 
the size of the one they were in. He discussed their boat and how he 
thought it and the Seafire would compliment each other. He explained 
how he would move Custom Yachts into Evans’s plant and combine 
products and sales, only now they would have two distinct markets to 
go after. 


Tim and Jake were both sitting back in their chairs, obviously more 
than excited. Charlie felt their excitement and he became more aggres- 
sive and deliberate. He knew they probably were inexperienced with 
public companies so he was extra cautious as he described how they 
would grow and expand with public dollars. 


“In six months you can tell your bankers to go to hell,” Charlie 
concluded. oe 


“If we decided to sell, what would be the first step?” Tim asked. “‘it 
would probably take us several days to come up with a selling price,” 
he added. 


“No it won’t. We can peg an arbitrary price that is higher than your 
book value, within reason, then we will work out stock options for both 
of you to more than cover future growth. Both of you will be on the board 
of directors from the outset. Tim, I think it would be a good idea if you 
were elected the first President of the new company. I think the two of 
you would be more productive and successful as part of a team working 
together with the financing problems off your backs. Maybe I’ve sold 
myself trying to sell an idea to you, but I think it sounds better all the 
time. What do you think? 
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Except for the hum of noise from the factory there was complete 
- silence in the small office. The three men all knew this was a faltering 
company that had aslim chance at best. It still needed proper reorganiza- 
tion and realistic management. Most of all it needed a new banker. They 
needed a banker who had the guts to gamble on the future with them. 
Charlie looked at his watch, he had said it all. Now it was their turn. 


“Can we sleep on it and get back together tomorrow moming?” Tim 
asked. 


“Why don’t we have breakfast, say at seven at Wags down the 
street?” 


““We’ll be there,” Tim said. They shook hands and Charlie knew the 
odds of making a deal were better than even. 


As Charlie drove to the Evans plant to meet Craig he knew he was 
going to have to deal in good faith with him and everybody else if time 
was important. There were some things you just couldn’t put in a 
contract. He wondered where Craig drew the line between good faith 
and profit? 


As he pulled into the factory parking lot he saw Craig standing by 
his new Jaguar, he had timed his arrival just right. He felt somewhat 
relieved, at least Craig had shown up. As Charlie got out of his car Cums 
yelled at him. 


“Christ, Charlie, you didn’t tell me this place was so big, you 
planning something I don’t know about?” 


“Wait till you see inside, you haven’t seen anything yet.” Charlie 
laughed as he slipped the key George Evans had given him into the lock. 


They walked into the employee’s entrance, past the time clocks, 
bathrooms, tool crib, and into the main production room. It was almost 
the size of a football field. The main line was almost three hundred feet 
long and a hundred feet wide, with small sub-assembly shops spread 
along the main line on each side. Craig looked up at the high roof and 
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along the production line toward the end of the building and whistled. 
Charlie saw his look of amazement. 


“Almost an acre under roof and I think we can have it full of sold 
boats inside of ninety days.” 


“Boy, when you think big you really do go first class.” Craig was 
shaking his head in disbelief. “I assume you’re going to tell me what you 
have in mind.” 


Before they started talking money Charlie showed Craig the rest of 
the factory, especially the Seafire. He told him about Custom Yachts and 
Transbanc. When they finally stopped at the end of the line and were 
standing next to the Seafire in its huge cradle, Craig looked up at it, 
visibly impressed. 


““What’s the catch, Charlie?” 


“No catch, she’s underpowered. The former owner ran out of cash 
and steam before he could do anything about it. The hull is designed to 
do a hundred, they never got it over fifty. They gave up on the power 
because they ran out of space in the engine compartment. They were 
trying to hold onto the concept that they could get the speed they wanted 
with a diesel engine so they didn’t have to sacrifice safety. Evans is too 
old to start over, but he’s young enough to throw in with us and help run 
the plant. The clincher is that Ihave fifty Mustang engines that will make 
this beauty fly.” Charlie let Craig digest what he had said as they walked 
around the beautiful boat, Charlie watching Craig run his hands along 
the sleek fiberglass hull. 


“What about sales?” Craig asked. 

“If we can modify this prototype using the Mustang engine, and we 
can get it over eighty knots, I think we will have a winner, something to 
make the Cigarette boys sit up and take notice.” 

Then Charlie proceeded to tell Craig about Custom Yachts, Tim 


Sheriden and Jake Wilson, Ed and his Mustang engines, and finally about 
Bob Cohen and the public shell corporation. As they walked back 
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through the plant Craig was quiet and pensive. Charlie walked slowly 
and quietly beside him. He had laid it all on the line, it was up to Craig 
now. Charlie walked over to the lunch room and sat down on a bench, 
waiting for Craig to say something. Finally Craig sat down across from 
Charlie and looked straight at him. 


““What’s in it for me, Charlie?” 


“Tl sell you one hundred thousand shares of preferred stock that 
will pay one percent over prime, for two hundred thousand dollars. That 
will cover start-up costs. Then as a sweetener, I'll sell you one hundred 
thousand shares of common for a dollar a share. When we start trading 
your stock will be worth one million dollars. And so you can keep your 
eyes on things and won’t get bored, I’ll make you a director of Tipton 
Industries. If you want any more than that, you’ll have to earn it.” 


Charlie took a deep breath and waited for Craig’s reaction. He had 
given him his best shot on the front end and just hoped Craig didn’t start 
chiseling, as was his nature. After what seemed like hours to Charlie, 
Craig tumed to him from looking at the floor and squinted at him. 


“Hell, let’s do it. I still think the only way you can go is up.” He stuck 
out his hand and he and Charlie gripped for a long moment, each 
knowing they were dealing in good faith and that there would be no holds 
barred in their struggle to succeed. 
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Charlie and Craig made a deal with Custom Yachts the day after 
Craig agreed to: finance Charlie and deposited two hundred thousand 
dollars into Tipton Industries’ bank account. Tim Sheriden and Jake 
Wilson were two of the happiest men in town after they accepted the 
terms and had shaken hands on the deal. Craig had remarked to Charlie 
when they were alone that Tim and Jake both looked burned out. They 
both admitted to working fifteen hours a day for almost two years and 
were about to throw in the sponge when Charlie came along. 


Tim and Jake had agreed to take stock in Tipton Industries, the new 
name for Transbanc. The transaction was easy. All they wanted on the 
front end was for Tipton Industries to pay their current bills and all 
moving and closing costs. They had agreed to Tipton paying off their 
bank loan and transferring all the assets to Tipton at an inflated value. 
Now, Tipton Industries had a set of books with real value and an 
operation producing two products. The next step was for Transbanc to 
trade their stock for the Tipton stock which now had value, even though 
somewhat overpriced, making Tipton a wholly owned subsidiary. Then, 
with a name change from Transbanc to Tipton Industries, go for it. 


Charlie turned all financing details over to Jake, Craig, and Bob 
Cohen. He then got Ed, Tim, and George Evans together and prepared 
for the move of Custom Yachts to the new Tipton Industries factory. 
Charlie was a little concerned about George Evans possibly being upset 
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with the new name on the building, but his fears were short-lived. George 
pulled Charlie aside and told him that he could really relax and enjoy his 
work now, “The buck stops someplace else.” 


Charlie moved into George Evans’s old office and had Tim move 
into one next to it. Ed Dolan and George Evans moved into the produc- 
tion office out in the factory, Jake and Craig turned the old salesroom 
and one other private office into bookkeeping, and the rest of the office 
staff moved into the large office next to the reception room. 


After all the office staff had moved and the books and records stored 
away, one of the girls remarked, “Gee, it’s so big I’m going to need a 
road map to find my way to the ladies room.” They all agreed that the 
move in itself was a shot in the arm for everyone. 


By the end of the second week the new plant was a beehive of 
activity. Ed Dolan and George Evans were busy uncrating the first 
Mustang engine which had arrived ahead of schedule. Ed “just hap- 
pened” to know someone with “Flying Tigers” that “just happened” to 
be coming from Texas and “just happened” to drop off the first engine 
at Fort Lauderdale. 


George had been skeptical at first about the engines, but after two 
weeks with Ed his fears slowly faded and he began to whistle and smile 
as they rebuilt the Seafire to accept the new powerplant. George and Ed 
had a two-foot sign that read “80 Knots” painted and hung over their 
office door. 


“That will give people something to talk about,” George had 
bragged. 


Things were moving fast now and Charlie was trying to stay one step 
ahead of everyone. Bob Cohen had arrived and was working with Jayne, 
the big redhead from Custom Yachts, in the conference room. Charlie 
had just walked into the room to see how they were doing when Bob 
spoke without looking up. 


“Charlie, we need seven directors and three officers, and we need a 
formal directors meeting next week.” 
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“You, Ed, Craig, Tim, Jake, Warren Goetz.” 
“That’s six, and who the hell is Warren Goetz?” 


“He’s the greediest banker in Florida. He won’t be able to say no to 
anything we ask for when he finds out Craig is backing us.” 


“What about you as the seventh, and who is going to be Chair- 
man?...we need someone with clout.” 


“T don’t want to be an officer or director just yet, at least until the 
smoke settles up in Orlando, Okay? And I think you should stay on as 
Chairman, since you already are. Maybe Ill replace you someday.” 
Charlie smiled. 


“Suits me, but we still need another director, preferably someone 
who knows his way around Washington. Know anyone?” 


“You bet I do, I can almost guarantee it. Pll get on it right now,” 
Charlie said as he left for his own office. 


Charlie sat behind Evans’s old desk and picked up the phone. He 
gazed around the room. Everything was just as Evans had left it, except 
now the windows were clean and he could see the beautiful lake and 
trees clearly. He dialed Washington, D.C. information for the Air Na- 
tional Guard Headquarters. He finally got the number of a security 
clearance operator. A very official female voice requested that Charlie 
identify himself when he asked to speak to General Canfield. 


“T told you, Charles Tipton.” 


“Do you have arank and serial number?” the voice asked, sounding 
a bit bored. 


“Colonel Charles H. Tipton, USAF retired, serial number 593894.” 


“One moment, please.” There was a short wait and then the same 
voice, this time more alert and businesslike. 
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“What was your grandmother’s maiden name on your mother’s side, 
please?” 


“Kenton,” Charlie almost yelled into the phone, wanting to add “go 
screw yourself’, but thought better of it. He wondered what she was 
going to ask next when the line clicked and a familiar voice roared in 
the other end. 


“Charlie, you son of a gun, you owe me two letters. Where the hell 
are you?” 


“Fort Lauderdale,” Charlie laughed. “What the hell is all this spy 
crap on the phone? Is someone trying to get to you?” 


“It’s new S.O.P. (standard operating procedure) they put in about a 
year ago. It’s not that someone is trying to get to me, it’s so no one can. 
When you have that figured out, let me know.” 


The two old friends talked for ten minutes before Charlie told Ken 
why he called, and as he surmised, Ken fell all over himself offering his 
help, especially after hearing that Ed was part of it and that he had 
swapped his engines to Charlie for paper. 


“I’m going to come down there just to see who got the best of whom.” 
They both laughed and Charlie agreed to meet Ken at the Fort Lauderdale 
Airport the following week in time for the board meeting. 


On his way back into the conference room to tell Bob the good news, 
he recalled when he and Ed had been instructing at Williams Air Base 
in Arizona near the Grand Canyon. Even though Ken was the Command- 
ing Officer and outranked them both, the three of them had been close 
friends for years. 


Charlie chuckled out loud as he walked into the room and told Bob 
and Jayne about the time he and Ed had been “chewed out’ by the new 


Director of Tipton Industries. 


“We had been rat racing with a couple of our ‘hot dog’ cadets; it was 
near graduation and we each had two left out of the original four. Well, 
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we were playing follow the leader and Ed was the leader when he peeled 
off and went screaming down into the Grand Canyon. That wasn’t so 
bad, we were flying single file about two hundred feet below the rim of 
the Canyon. Then Ed spotted one of those tourist lookout places on the 
edge of the rim. There were about ten tourists looking down into the 
Canyon. We were flying F-86s, doing about four hundred knots, and 
there we went after Ed, rolling up over the lookout spot. I looked down 
at the tourists as I went over, I want to tell you they were petrified. It — 
looked as if one guy had passed out, he was lying on the ground anyway. 


“When we got back to the field we had no sooner shut down our 
engines when we were told to report to Colonel Canfield. Ed and I 
reported right away, still in our flying suits. Ken looked as if he was mad 
enough to chew nails, like he was really ticked off, but he didn’t say a 
word, just let us stew awhile. Then he broke into a smile and told us if 
we weren't his best instructors and best friends he would kick our butts 
out of there. He said one of the tourists had wet himself and passed out 
he was so scared. We all laughed and Ed and I assured Ken we would 
never do that again. It’s lucky they didn’t get our numbers or Ken 
wouldn’t have been able to let us off so easy. 


“Ken made General the following year and was transferred, but we 
all kept in touch through the years, especially the wives. We’re all uncles 
to each other’s kids.” 


Charlie was interrupted by a phone call for Bob. As Bob was talking 
on the phone Charlie had a chance to look at Jayne and he got that old. 
stirring. Jayne was almost six feet tall, thirty years old, no kids, divorced, 
great typist, good telephone voice, understood the stock market, and her 
vital statistics were most impressive. Then Charlie had second thoughts. 
He had decided that since he would have to bite the bullet and choose 
one person on the staff to be his confidant, it might as well be Jayne. He 
was going to give her all the responsibility she could handle. His big 
problem with Jayne was going to be keeping his mind on business. 
Charlie remembered his Dad saying, “Don’t dip your pen in the company 
ink.” 


Besides helping Charlie coordinate all the things he was doing, Jayne 
was also helping Bob Cohen. She talked to old shareholders, learned 
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how to prepare the many forms for the Securities and Exchange Com- 
mission, worked with Jake on the books, and acted as Charlie’s private 
secretary. The office was running smoothly and as Charlie walked 
through the factory, he could hear the new noises, and they seemed to 
grow louder and steadier each day. Charlie wished his uncle was alive 
and could hear the noise. , 


As Charlie had requested, General Canfield arrived at the factory in 
his class A uniform. Charlie wanted to impress everyone he possibly 
could, especially Craig and Bob Cohen since they were the front runners 
with the public and the banks. He wanted them to have all the names 
possible to “drop.” Charlie also wanted everyone to know the depth of 
his relationship with Ken and Ed and for everyone to feel as if they were 
all part of the same team. 


Charlie knew he had made the right decision when he asked Ken to 
be on his Board of Directors. If push ever came to shove, he knew Ken 
and Ed would be on his side, above all else. 

Introductions had been made and everyone was waiting for the 
meeting to start. Ken grinned, put his arm around Charlie and said, “It’s | 
been a long time, Hot Dog.” 

“Three years, Ken, thanks for coming.” 

“Glad to, needed to get out of Washington for a breather anyway. 
Those guys at the Pentagon are something else, one long rat race... I 
wonder how I keep up with them.” 

“Like the ones we used to have?” chimed in Ed. 

“Not quite.” Ken raised his eyebrows and laughed. 

The first director’s meeting went off like clockwork. Bob was 
re-elected Chairman, Tim Sheriden was made President, and Jake was 


made Secretary-Treasurer. 


Tipton Industries was now a living, breathing company, with three 
thousand shareholders holding stock that had been worthless for over 
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ten years, stock that couldn’t be sold or traded. Now it had taken on value 
again and Charlie and his friends were on cloud nine. 


Charlie, out of desperation, had brought these men together, and in 
just a few weeks had put a formidable team together, not to mention the 
resurrection of two drowning companies. He looked around the room at 
the men there, each from a different walk of life, different backgrounds, 
each with his own personal motive for being there. Yet, they were all on 
the same team now, shooting for the same goal. 


Charlie and Ed had agreed to show Ken the factory after lunch and 
give him the “Cook’s Tour,” then they were going to Ken’s hotel and 
catch up on each other’s lives and their families. Their ties to the past 
were still very strong and their conversation was light-hearted and 
cheerful. Their jokes were private ones, and their questions and answers 
were personal. They could have invited Goetz or Sheriden or even Craig 
to dinner, but they would have been outsiders and would surely have 
been uncomfortable. 


As they pulled away from the hotel Ken laughed. 

“You know, that fella Goetz couldn’t keep his eyes off my ribbons. 
He asked me twice to tell him what they were for. The last time I told 
him Charlie had one more than me and I thought he was going to pop.” 
They all laughed and agreed it had been a great day for all of them, 


that the future looked a lot better than it had for a long time, especially 
for Charlie. 
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Chris Mulligan checked into the Ocean Reef Apartment Hotel on the 
beach in Fort Lauderdale, unknowingly ten blocks from Charlie’s cot- 
tage. She had a suite on the tenth floor facing north, overlooking the 
Atlantic Ocean. There was a large living room, with built-in bar, kitchen, 
dining room, bathroom and bedroom. Chris walked across the living 
room barefooted and marveled at the thickness of the carpet. She stared 
at an oil painting on one wall, then at the fine furniture and crystal and 
sterling that complimented the apartment. It was tastefully done and very 
expensive. The outstanding feature though, that lingered with her still, 
was the exceptionally tight security. One guard had let her into the lobby 
after she had shown him her passport and driver’s license. A second 
guard issued her a key to operate an elevator that only went to the tenth 
floor and a second key to open the door to her apartment. TV cameras 
monitored every step from the lobby door to her front door, even in the 
elevator. Karl had told her before she left Las Vegas that a business 
associate owned the building and he had arranged for her security and 
comfort in advance, like most things he was trying to arrange with her 
life now. | 


Chris and Anna had stayed with Karl for three weeks in his home in 
Las Vegas. Only because of Anna had Chris managed to tolerate her 
circumstances. Karl had made every kind of suggestion and approach at 
having sex with Chris. It had begun to get to the point that Rats was 
even frightened at some of his remarks. — 
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One morning, about three o’clock, Anna had discovered Karl about 
to enter Chris’s bedroom. During a short argument Anna had slapped 
Karl on the mouth, hard enough to draw blood. At nine o’clock, Chris 
and Anna boarded the Western flight to Los Angeles. 


During the weeks that followed, Karl visited Chris and Anna and 
continued to arrange for the shipping of Chris’s gold. Chris had tried in 
vain to cancel her plans with Karl, but he was insistent and she was 
committed beyond help. 


Chris resigned herself now to Karl’s direction concerning the 
recovery of the gold, but she was still afraid of Karl and ignored all of 
his sexual advances. It seemed to her that he was going to great lengths 
and taking extraordinary precautions, even using different names, get- 
ting phony passports, backtracking, changing reservations, and now this, 
buying two high performance speedboats to use in the Caribbean. 


Karl had just happened to overhear Chris telling Anna about the man 
she had met in Las Vegas, who was going to start producing a super-fast 
boat. It was just what Karl had been looking for, and he formulated a 
plan to use two boats that looked exactly alike to transfer the gold from 
the Caribbean to Florida. He explained to Chris that two new boats built 
by anew company would not be as easy to trace or as conspicuous as 
one of the famous ocean racing boats. 


Karl had spent two weeks showing Chris high-speed boats manufac- 
tured in California. They learned about engines, electronics, navigation 
aids, safety equipment, high performance and safety. They poured over 
specifications and prices, delivery dates and even names of famous boats 
and their captains. Although Chris was confused and tired, she did have 
a conversational knowledge of high-performance boats. Karl told her the 
day before she left for Florida, 


“T want you to be able to talk about boats on a business level with 
your friend Tipton, enough so that he won’t suspect he has been inten- 


tionally picked.” 


Karl had warned her time and time again, that no one, most of all 
Charlie, must suspect the real reason for buying the boats. Chris knew 
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that Karl had investigated Charlie and had even admitted to Chris that it 
had been most fortunate that she had run into him. His words still echoed 
in her ears, “Your friend is a loser, he will be so anxious to sell two new 
boats, he will not care what they might be used for.” He told Chris also 
that Charlie was broke, that he would be in a compromised situation, and 
would be the perfect one to deal with. He had also admitted that Charlie’s 
friends were the best boat builders in the business, that they had the 
expertise but no money to back it up. They would likely keep their 
mouths shut even if they did suspect something. 


Chris gazed out the large picture window at the ocean and tried to 
remember everything Karl had told her and she was uncertain if she 
should go through with this thing. What if the gold wasn’t there, after 
all this time? She would be dragging innocent people into something she 
herself couldn’t control. 
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Charlie had just returned from the old Custom Yacht Factory where 
he had watched as they loaded the last boat on a trailer for delivery to a 
customer. All of the operation had now been transferred to the new 
Tipton Industries plant and Charlie felt relieved to have everything and 
everybody under one roof. His phone was ringing as he walked into his 
office; he pressed the intercom switch. 


“Who is it?” 

“A Miss Mulligan for you on line two,” replied the receptionist, 
waiting for instructions. At first Charlie didn’t make a connection and 
the name meant nothing. He was about to ask who she was with and what 
she wanted, when it hit him like a bombshell - Las Vegas Miss Mulligan. 


It had to be, he never knew anyone else with that name. 


“T’ll take it, please.” His voice was steady but a higher pitch than 
normal as he said, “Hello.” 


“Hello, Charlie, remember me?” 
“Of course I do, I thought you had forgotten me though.” 


“Tf you’ ll let me buy you dinner tonight, I'll explain what happened.” 
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“Where are you, Chris?” Charlie asked. At the same time he erased 
any plans he may have had from his mind. 


“Here in Fort Lauderdale,” and she gave him her address and 
telephone number. 


“T would love to see you, Chris. Why don’t I pick you up about six?” 
“Lovely, Charlie. Iam really looking forward to seeing you again.” 


Charlie spent the rest of the day on a cloud, forcing himself to 
concentrate on work, checking his watch, remembering Chris as best he 
could. Finally he became upset with himself. He didn’t have time for an 
affair now, not with so many people depending on him, especially when 
there was no future in it. Surely, he had to be just a flash-in-the-pan to 
Chris. A beautiful girl like her could have anyone she wanted, and closer 
to her own age too. Charlie felt old, all self confidence completely gone. 
He would buy her a drink, have dinner, take her back to her hotel, dump 
her, say it was fun, and never see her again, pure and simple. As the day 
wore on, Charlie thought it would never end. 


Charlie pulled up in front of his old cottage in his old Cadillac and 
wondered if he could ever impress anyone again, or have anyone 
interested in him again. There were probably some old broads around 
that might jump for him, but a beauty like Chris was more than he could 
hope for. He looked at the old house and the big oak tree with the moss 
drooping down over the porch roof and it reminded him of an old 
postcard touting Florida vacations. He couldn’t bring anybody here, he 
hadn’t even told his mother about this place. Besides, it was still 
important to maintain his low profile for awhile and hold on to some 
privacy. For all he knew Alice was still looking for him. As he walked 
into the kitchen he spotted mouse droppings on the kitchen counter. You 
Sure are a great homemaker, he chastised himself as he went in to take 
a shower. 


At five minutes after six Charlie announced himself at the security 


desk of Ocean Reef Apartments. The guard who resembled a prizefighter 
with a sore tooth gave Charlie a blank stare and picked up the phone. 
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“Man here in the lobby says his name is Tipton and you’re expecting 
him.” Obviously he was told to let Charlie in and as he reached under 
the counter a buzzer sounded. He motioned for Charlie to go through the 
door. 


“Apartment 1001,” he yelled as the door closed. 


Finally, after what seemed like hours, the elevator stopped at the 
tenth floor and Charlie stepped out into a lavishly furnished foyer with 
marble floor, gold framed mirrors, upholstered love seats and chairs, and 
a TV camera scanning the area. He could see a second camera scanning 
the corridor. Then he saw the first door open and there was Chris. She 
had on a tailor-made white suit, a wide shiny green belt, shiny green low | 
heeled shoes, and an emerald necklace with matching earrings. Walking 
toward her he looked at her eyes, he couldn’t tell if they were fake or 
real, they were so green. Chris was the most beautiful woman he ever 
knew and he wondered why she had picked him to have dinner with. 
Charlie felt very old and very poor. 


Chris took a step forward, holding out her hand, as if to shake. 
Charlie did the same, searching for words. But, they never made it. 
Something that happens to two people who are very lonely, or very much 
in love was happening to Chris and Charlie. They didn’t realize it yet, 
but the feeling was there and it seemed very natural for them to slip into 
each other’s arms. Then they stood back from each other and, laughing, 
both started talking at the same time. Then Charlie leaned forward and 
gave Chris a kiss on the mouth like she was his sister, then Chris gave 
Charlie a quick kiss, then they were hugging, then a long kiss, and 
Charlie knew there was something special about Chris, he just didn’t 
know what. 


Since it was still early and Chris had never seen Florida before, 
Charlie suggested a drive up the beach to a little place on the Intracoastal 
Waterway where they could have dinner and watch the boats go by. 


As they drove up the beach Chris sat close to Charlie and each of 
them was happy and at peace with the world. Charlie didn’t even mind 
his old Cadillac, Chris didn’t seem to mind so why should he. As they 
passed through Pompano Beach along A1A, Charlie noticed a shiny 
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black Lincoln driving about a half block behind them. He shrugged his 
shoulders and didn’t think anymore about it. 


Their conversation was light and desultory, each polite, cheerful, and 
intentionally staying off subjects of a personal nature, until Chris finally 
blurted out, 


“Charlie, that last day in Las Vegas, I’m sorry I skipped out on you. 
[had every intention of going back to the hotel to you, but when I got to 
Karl’s house, that’s Anna’s brother, everything seemed to go wrong. 
Anyway, he is an old family friend and he is trying to help me with 
something and he insisted that Anna and I go to L. A. with him that 
afternoon. Icouldn’t get out of it, [couldn’t even call, I’mso sorry, please 
believe me.” 


Charlie looked at Chris. Besides being beautiful enough to eat, she 
looked honest and sincere, and not only did Charlie believe her, he felt 
guilty for ever accusing her of standing him up. 


As they pulled into the restaurant parking lot Charlie noticed the 
black Lincoln that had been behind them all the way was continuing on 
north past the restaurant. 


They were shown to a table overlooking the waterway. The view and 
setting couldn’t have been more appropriate. Each ordered a drink and 
were quiet for awhile, as if trying to make sure nothing wrong was said, 
or more important, to make sure everything was right. Chris was afraid 
of drawing Charlie into something that would cause them both problems 
later on, and Charlie was afraid to be hurt again. He was also very broke, 
with everything he owned in the factory. If Charlie had ever been 
gun-shy, he was now. His thoughts were finally shattered by Chris asking 
about the new factory. 


Charlie remembered in Vegas he had spent all night telling Chris his 
plans. He had even told her about Alice and the kids, about the Air Force, 
Ed and Ken and their long relationship. He looked down at his drink; he 
had really spilled his guts to this woman. Well, nothing he could do about 
it now. For the next hour Charlie talked about the factory, the Seafire, 
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Custom Yachts, spilling his guts again. Finally, after eating dinner, the 
final blow. | 


“Charlie, I’m tired. It’s been a long day and I really would like to go 
home.” Charlie guessed he’d had it. Now all he had to do was dump her 
and forget her. 7 


As they drove back to her apartment Charlie thought he had seen the 
black Lincoln tailing them, but it was so dark he couldn’t be sure, and 
he dismissed it from his mind again. 


He was surprised when Chris insisted he come up for a nightcap. He 
watched as she poured two brandies. They touched glasses, not saying 
a word. She seemed slightly older, more beautiful and confident than he 
had remembered. Her eyes penetrated Charlie’s and the nearness of her 
overwhelmed him as he drew her near to him. He was only conscious of 
the sweet, soft taste of her as she kissed him, her tongue exploring his 
mouth, her hand pulling at his belt. Charlie’s mouth instinctively drifted 
downward towards her neck and he could feel the pressure of her hand 
on his head, urging his mouth still lower. | 


They were lying in each other’s arms, both awake, gazing out the 
window at the early moming sun rising over the Atlantic. Both of them 
were pleasantly exhausted, they had been asleep and then awake several 
times during the night. Their lovemaking had been complete and satis- 
fying to each of them. Although neither had said it yet, each loved the 
other more than he or she cared to admit. Charlie was the first to speak. 


“Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth and danced the skies on 
laughter, silvered wings.” He recalled the verse in his cadet graduation 
book. 

“Go on.” Chris urged as she snuggled closer to Charlie. 

“Sunward I’ve climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth of sun-split 
clouds, and done a hundred things you have not dreamed of—wheeled 


and soared and swung high in the sunlit silence.” Charlie paused, 


“Go on.” 
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“Can’t, I’ve drawn a blank.” 
“That’s so beautiful, what’s it from?” 


“Some pilot wrote it during World War I, his name I forget.” He 
leaned over and kissed Chris on top of her head. ““You make me feel like 
that, I wish this could last forever.’’ Charlie looked at his watch. “But, 
it’s time to get back down to earth and the cold grey dawn of the morning 
after.” 


Charlie jumped out of bed and started dressing, he knew if they got 
into the shower together he would never get to work. Chris knew too 
there was work to do. It was time to either make it or break if off with 
Charlie. She slipped on a bathrobe and headed for the kitchen. 


Chris called to Charlie from the kitchen. 


“Look at those brochures on the cocktail table. I want to talk to you 
about them.” 


By the time Chris had made coffee and toast Charlie had glanced at 
the brochures, they were all concerning high performance boats. He sat 
down at the table and sipped his coffee, something was waving ared flag 
at him, as if he was about to be had. He wondered what Chris was doing 
with these. It appeared last night was just a one night stand. 


Chris looked at Charlie over the rim of her coffee cup, finally she 
broke, the tears rolling down her cheeks. She wanted to be honest with 
Charlie and was searching for the right words. She was more confused 
now. Charlie looked embarrassed and looked down at his coffee cup. 


“I’m sorry Charlie, everything just piled up on me, I’ve been so 
confused lately, I hoped to turn to you, I have to have someone to talk 
to.” She started to cry again and Charlie reached over to her and placed 
his hand over hers. 


“T’m all ears, start talking.” He smiled and Chris knew she could tell 
Charlie everything and it would be alright. She decided to start at the 
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beginning and reached in her purse for her father’s letter. She handed it 
to Charlie with a weak smile on her lips. 


“Nobody in the world has seen this letter but me,” she said. 


Charlie read the letter and was quiet for a few minutes, allowing 
Chris to compose herself. Finally he spoke. 


“Ts the gold still in the garage?” 
“T think so.” 

“Karl is going to help you get it?” 
rixes.7 

“Does he know where it is?” 


“No, I’m sure he doesn’t.” Chris was starting to relax, she felt better 
already for confiding in Charlie. He stood up and went to the window; 
he was quiet and trying to digest what he had just read and heard. He 
turned to Chris. 


“Tell me the plan Karl has for getting the gold out of South Africa 
and into the U.S.” 


“We go together to Johannesburg, get the gold, put it on a freighter 
to the Dominican Republic—a friend of Karl’s owns the freighter. Then, 
it will be flown to the Turks and Caicos Islands in a small plane. From 
there it will be transferred to two high speed boats that will take it on to 
the States. Karl figures that two identical boats will confuse the 
authorities. One will have the gold and the other will be a decoy. At the 
opportune time the gold will be switched and the other boat will go 
merrily on it’s way. Karl thinks he will be able to move the gold when 
and where he wants to.” 


“Where are you going to be all the time this drama is taking place?” 
Charlie asked, with a look on his face showing complete disbelief. 
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“IT guess with the gold.” Chris suddenly realized the same thing 
Charlie was thinking. She put her head down on her arms and the 
emotions of several months poured forth. 


Charlie took a deep breath, he was trying to absorb everything 
without asking a hundred questions. He followed his first impulse and 
knelt down beside Chris and put his arm around her. He had never heard 
such a cock and bull story in his whole life, but he believed Chris and 
wanted to help her. He gave her a little hug and chuckled. 


“Your coffee is cold, why don’t you fix us another cup?” Chris 
looked at Charlie and put her arms around him. They stood up together 
in each other’s arms. He decided he couldn’t leave her like this so while 
she was fixing another cup of coffee he phoned the factory and told them 
he wouldn’t be in for a couple of hours. 


Charlie saw that Chris had composed herself so he started again with 
the questions, the first being what her relationship with Karl was. They 
talked for over an hour, Charlie asking one question after another. 
Finally, they discussed the boats and Chris told Charlie she was supposed 
to buy two of his, provided that all conditions were met, especially the 
secrecy of the whole plan. 


“Can you build them Charlie?” 


“You bet we can. All we need is the money up front, but that doesn’t 
mean we should get involved, you understand?” 


Chris stood up and walked to the closet in the living room. She 
brought back a leather briefcase and put it on the table in front of Charlie 
and snapped it open. It was packed with stacks of hundred dollar bills. 


“There’s two hundred thousand to start with if we can agree on a 
price and delivery date, and provided that the Seafire can do what you 
Say it can. 


Charlie felt a twitch in his jaw, he was no longer the lover, he was 


trying to make the deal of his life. He knew this was pushing it, but he 
wanted that briefcase and what was in it in the worst way, regardless 
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what the boats might be used for. He felt very protective of Chris but 
there was still a little voice that kept saying, “You’re being set up.” Then 
he remembered the black Lincoln last night, they were being followed, 
Karl didn’t trust anyone and he was hedging his bets, he was sure of it 
now. 


He made a decision, it was just a hunch, but he didn’t want to leave 
Chris alone. | 


“Get dressed and come with me to the plant. If you’re going to buy 
two boats made to order you should see what they look like and how 
they’re made.” Charlie smiled at Chris. 


“Oh thank you, I really didn’t want to be alone today.” Chris gave 
Charlie a hug and disappeared into the bedroom to dress. 


“By the way, did Karl ever tell you how he could justify spending 
so much money on two boats, just to make one delivery?” Charlie yelled 
through the bedroom door. 

Chris leaned out the doorway, half dressed and said matter of factly, 
“He said he plans on selling them at a small loss, that will be his cost of 
the delivery then.” 


“Tt does make sense, I guess, if you can afford it,” Charlie answered. 
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Ed Dolan had been maintenance officer of the 153rd Fighter 
Squadron when they were flying P-51 Mustangs in Korea. Even though 
the Mustangs were almost obsolete and much slower than the new jets, 
they were still a threat to the enemy and with a good pilot could still hold 
their own against the Russian-built Migs. For three years Ed had spent 
day and night nursing the Mustangs and their powerful Allison and Rolls 
Royce engines. He had given them the edge they needed until the 
Mustangs could be replaced with the F-86 Sabre Jet. So it wasn’t unusual 
and no one was surprised when they heard Ed had been the high bidder 
at an Air Force Auction and had purchased fifty brand new Allison 
Mustang engines. Finally, after all those years, Ed had a use for the 
engines. Even though they would never fly, they would give the Seafire 
the speed it needed as well as power and reliability. 


Ed Dolan and George Evans were both having the time of their lives; 
they worked well together and had just completed installation of the first 
engine. Now all they had to do was install the gear box, heat exchanger, 
shaft, and prop. 


Ed had become friendly with the Budweiser racing team when they 
had experimented with a Mustang engine in an unlimited hydroplane 
and because of his help in their research and development they had just 
returned the favor. Not only did they send the drawings of the gearbox 
they had developed, they authorized Ed to use the same factory to build 
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a box for him. It saved Tipton Industries all the front end tooling costs 
and the time to develop it. 


The first Seafire was almost ready for her sea trial. She was sitting 
in a cradle off to one side of the assembly line. Her bright red gel coat 
had been polished and waxed. Her deck was about ten feet off the floor 
and she looked like a beautiful animal waiting to be unleashed. Her deep 
vee hull curved gracefully back to a slight tumblehome at the stern. All 
the chrome and stainless fittings were in place and polished. Two men 
were installing the plexiglass windshield, two more men were fitting the 
upholstered seats, and a fifth man was lying on his back under the 
instrument panel installing a VHF radio. Ed and George were making 
final adjustments before lowering the gearbox into the now cavernous 
engine room. The gearbox was swinging on a hook from an overhead 
crane that was controlled from a switch in George’s hand; he was waiting 
for an order from Ed, who was lying next to the engine in the hold 
adjusting the throttle linkage. 


These were the sights that greeted Charlie and Chris as they walked 
down the assembly line toward the Seafire at the end. Charlie noticed 
heads turning and he was sure there was a noticeable drop in the noise 
level. He knew it was the sight of Chris that was causing this. She had 
pulled her hair back in a ponytail and was wearing a skirt and matching 
blazer over a see-through, low-cut blouse. 


As they approached the Seafire, Charlie motioned to one of the men 
working nearby to move a stair ladder closer to the stern so he could take 
Chris aboard. Even Charlie couldn’t keep his eyes off Chris as she 
climbed the stairs, and he felt proud of the attention she was getting. She 
slipped off her shoes at the top of the stairs as she stepped aboard into 
the cockpit. 


“Charlie, it’s so huge and beautiful. I can’t believe anything this big 
can go so fast.” Chris looked toward the bow, then into the cockpit at the 
maze of instruments and the comfortable seats, and she shook her head 
in wonder. 
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Ed stepped out of the engine compartment and moved into the 
cockpit next to Charlie, not taking his eyes off Chris. Charlie made the 
introductions. 


“Gentlemen, I would like to introduce you to Chris Mulligan; she’s 
possibly interested in buying two Seafires.” Charlie smiled as he 
watched Ed’s reaction, knowing his friend’s appreciation of beauty was 
comparable to his own. 


For the next hour Ed and George showed Chris everything there was 
to see about the Seafire, and then some. They were both proud of what 
they had achieved in such a short time, and George, even though he was 
the original designer, gave much of the credit to Charlie and Ed for 
bringing it all together. Chris was very much impressed and as they 
stepped down the stairs to the factory floor, she smiled at Charlie and 
said, “Ill take two.” 


They all laughed as they walked toward the office to meet Tim. 
Charlie warned Chris again that they had no idea what the boat would 
_ do speedwise, but she was more convinced than ever that she.should go 
ahead and order two Seafires. Charlie shrugged his shoulders and told 
Tim to work out the price and terms while he and Chris waited in 
Charlie’s office. 


AS they waited for Tim to call they talked about boats and airplanes. 
After an hour had passed and there was a lull in the conversation, Charlie 
impetuously asked Chris a question. 


“What do you want to do with the rest of your life? After you get 
your inheritance I mean.” He smiled at Chris and she knew he was 
sincere and looking for answers himself. 


“T want to live in a warm climate close to the sea and raise a small 
family.” She gazed at Charlie and left no doubt that she wanted to share 
her life with him. Charlie looked out the window and thought for a 
minute. He could still see the briefcase filled with hundred dollar bills 
and he knew his feelings were very mixed right now. 
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“Chris, there are some things I haven’t told you about my life. Idon’t 
know whether it would make any difference, but I’m in no position to 
get serious or make any firm commitments to anyone right now. I will 
say one thing for sure, when I’m ready I hope you’re available.” 


There was no need for more words, they reached across the table and 
touched fingers, both longing for the other. She knew he had to be his 
own man again, in control of his destiny, and he wouldn’t be worth a 
nickel to anyone until he was, and she wasn’t going to rush him. 


The phone rang on Charlie’s desk; Tim had a price. Charlie and Chris 
walked hand in hand to the conference room where Tim and Ed had been 
working on the numbers. Tim handed Charlie the proposal as they sat 
down at the long conference table. 

“This the best we can do?” Charlie asked. 

“If we cut one more dime we might be in trouble.” 

“Tt looks as if it has to stand at two hundred fifty thousand each, with 
no electronics and if the sea trials go alright next week we can deliver 
in sixty days.” Charlie smiled as he gave Chris the price and held his 
breath knowing the sale was as important to him as the purchase was to 
her. 


“Tl give you a deposit the day you start production,” Chris said. 


“Maybe you would like to come with us Saturday to see the first sea 
trial?” Ed asked. 


“IT wouldn’t miss it for anything, who’s driving?” 
“Charlie and me.” 


“Think you can handle it?” Chris asked, but she already knew the 
answer. 


“Charlie and I have handled hotter things than this over the years, 
this is a piece of cake,” Ed answered with a grin. 
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Later, as Charlie dropped Chris off at her apartment, they agreed not 
to see each other ’till the trials but would keep in touch daily by phone. 
It appeared they were being followed so they determined a little discre- 
tion right now wouldn’t hurt. Also, Charlie had work to do getting ready 
for the trials. 


The following day when Charlie arrived at the factory he was met 
by Tim and Craig, anxious to relate the latest news. Craig had stumbled 
onto an electronics company several months earlier and he had just made 
a tentative deal to acquire them with Tipton Industries stock. Charlie 
knew Craig had a feel for things like this that he didn’t and he knew as 
Craig talked that it had to be a good acquisition, especially since Craig 
had money invested too. Craig had even lured Warren Goetz into 
financing the whole deal because Craig suggested that his own bank was 
interested in Tipton’s business. 


Tipton Industries, all of a sudden it seemed, had a financial statement 
that looked fairly healthy, but also had estimated sales for the next year 
approaching twenty million dollars. Craig looked straight at Charlie. 


“My friend, if the Seafire looks as good in the water this weekend 
as she does there on the line, I think it’s time for you and me to go to 
New York and get Tipton Industries out of the closet. You know Charlie, 
I think you’re going to pull it off this time.” Craig slapped Charlie on 
the back and put his arm around him with a hug. 


“She’s going to look better than you think,” Charlie beamed with a 
smile. . 
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Charlie had arranged to pick Chris up at her apartment on the 
morning of the trials and then drive to Pier 66 where Craig had taken his 
yacht, Gambler’s Lady. About ten invited guests along with Craig and 
the office staff were going to watch the trials from the yacht. The Seafire 
had been put into the water the day before at a dock near the Port 
Everglades Inlet and it would leave from there with Charlie and Ed and 
meet the Gambler’s Lady on the way out into the ocean. The plan was 
to make a speed run about three miles offshore, away from onlookers, 
but close to Craig’s yacht, just in case there were problems. 


As Charlie and Chris pulled up in front of the marina they saw Craig 
and Tim talking. Craig had not seen Chris since Las Vegas but he knew 
Charlie’s personal involvement and he greeted Chris like a long lost 
cousin and welcomed her to his Lady. Charlie felt better leaving Chris 
with Craig and Tim. 


Charlie turned to leave and yelled back over his shoulder. 


“Give me an hour to pick up Ed and get to the Port. I'll give you a 
shout on channel six when we are ready to leave.” 


“Good luck, old buddy,” shouted Craig. Tim and George waved and 
echoed Craig. Chris ran after Charlie and threw her arms around his neck. 


101 


JOHN R. ALBERSHARDT 


“Be careful Charlie, you’re more important than any boat.” She gave 
him a kiss on the cheek and turned to board the Gambler’s Lady. 


“Just don’t lose the briefcase,” Charlie yelled after her. 


As Charlie pulled out of the parking lot onto the 17th Street 
Causeway he noticed the black Lincoln parked near the entrance. He 
smiled to himself and thought he would give them something to chase 
today. 


Ed and Charlie had both put on life vests and helmets with 
microphones and headsets. Ed smiled at Charlie after they had checked 
the controls and instruments. 


“This is the first time I ever rode right side with you, Charlie; don’t 
make any mistakes, I’ve taken a liking to this machine.” 


“Don’t worry, Ed, I have taken a bit of an interest myself.” 
“Let’s do it then,” Ed grinned. 


Charlie nodded and reached for the starter key. There was a slight 
pause, then a click of the solenoid, and the increasing whine of the starter. 
Ed reached forward and made an adjustment of the mixture control lever 
and the powerful engine roared to life, almost frightening. Charlie and 
Ed checked the gauges and finally when Ed held his thumb up indicating 
everything was OK, Charlie motioned to a man on the dock to throw off 
the lines. He slowly placed the gearshift lever into forward and they 
lurched away from the dock. 


“Slow it up,” Ed yelled into his mike. 
“T’m on idle now.” 
“I have to adjust the idler before we hit open water.” Ed yelled as he 


took off his helmet and climbed out of the cockpit and headed forward 
toward the engine room hatch. Charlie noticed the tachometer, it read 
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1200 RPM and they were already doing fifteen knots. He looked back, 
they were creating a huge wake and he was having trouble steering, the 
bow was high in the air, he hoped a small boat didn’t happen along or it 
might be swamped. 


Ed had the hatch open and ducked into the engine room. Almost 
immediately the RPMs dropped off and the bow of the boat started 
slowly down. It finally became more comfortable but they were still 
making too much wake. Ed yelled back from the open hatch, 


“T can’t drop it back anymore or she’ll load up on us, better put it in 
neutral and rev it up a bit, just in case.” 


Charlie placed the gear in neutral and did as Ed suggested. Ed closed 
the hatch cover and returned to the cockpit. The rest of the way to the 
inlet they idled and jockeyed the gearshift. They were concerned about 
stripping gears with the powerful engine and were somewhat relieved 
when they reached the inlet and could increase speed, leaving the 
gearshift in forward. 

As they tumed into the inlet they could see the Gambler's Lady 
dipping into the first swells of the ocean ahead of them. Ed switched the 
VHF radio to channel six and he heard Craig’s voice. 

“Seafire, this is the Gambler’s Lady, over.” 

“Roger, Gambler’s Lady, this is Seafire.” 

“We'll hove to until you have passed us.” 

“Roger, we’ll pass you on the starboard side,” called Ed. 

“How is it going?” Craig called back. 

“Too much power so far, we have to figure out how to slow her down 
so we can keep her in gear at idle without loading up the engine. She’s 


hard to steer right now too.” 


“Hope that’s the only problem; go get ’em Tiger.” 
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It took about five minutes to get to the outer buoy. Charlie looked at 
Ed. Ed grinned and shrugged his shoulders, as if to say, “Go for it.” 


Charlie moved the throttle forward slowly, the bow started up out of 
the water and gave them the feeling the boat was going to fall over 
sideways. Charlie felt tension on the steering. He glanced at the 
tachometer; it read 1500 RPM. The speed was approaching twenty knots 
and the bow was high out of the water; they weren’t planing yet. He 
moved the throttle forward till the tachometer read 2000 RPM; the boat 
was acting as if it was being held back by something. The roar of the 
engine was deafening. Ed pointed to the temperature gauge; it was 
approaching 210 degrees, almost redline. Then suddenly, the bow started 
down and they were planing; the speed quickly leveled at fifty knots and — 
temperature fell back to 190 degrees. Charlie reduced the RPMs to 1800 
and smiled at Ed. 


“Now she handles as a boat should.” He moved the steering wheel 
back and forth slightly and the Seafire responded. 


“We took too long making her plane. The seawater intake was out 
of the water too long, that’s why she overheated,” Ed explained to 
Charlie. The two old friends were grinning at each other. They knew they 
had a tiger by the tail with a lot of unused power and they could fly if it 
had wings. 


“Seafire, this is Gambler’s Lady, where are you?” 


Ed looked behind them and laughed, motioning for Charlie to look. 


They had gained almost two miles on the other boat and were almost out ~ 


of sight. Charlie turned the wheel, skidding in the turn. He tightened 
down on the wheel; the Seafire was skidding and jumping, trying to bite 
the water, the prop cavitating as they jumped over their own wake. The 
turn was tight and as they straightened out toward the other boat the 
Seafire jumped ahead, without adding power, as if to say, “Give me more 
power.” 


Charlie knew they were taking video pictures aboard the Gambler's 
Lady so he increased the speed to sixty knots as they approached. 
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“Continue on your present heading, Lady; I’m going to come back 
on your port side wide open,” Charlie said into the mike. He continued 
past the Gambler’s Lady about half a mile then made a gradual turn, 
holding the speed at sixty knots. It felt more comfortable now and Charlie 
didn’t try forcing the turn. As he straightened out and headed for the 
Gambler’s Lady he looked at Ed. “What do you think?” 


Ed’s grin answered Charlie’s question. Ed checked the instruments 
and turning to Charlie stuck his thumbs up in the air. Charlie inched the 
throttle forward and the bow raised slightly. Ed reached forward and 
made an adjustment on the stabilizer, the bow dropped back down and 
their speed increased. The Seafire seemed as if she were trying to take 
off like a plane; she was as much out of the water as in. It felt solid and 
comfortable to Charlie though and he shoved the throttle forward, 
watching the gauges for a sign to back off, if need be. They were clocking 
eighty-five knots as they approached the Gambler’s Lady. Ed yelled 
“ninety knots” as they streaked by. 


Charlie shot a quick glance as they passed the Lady. He could see 
Chris and George waving; tears were streaming down George’s face. 
Charlie looked at the speedometer, ninety knots, and still throttle left. 
The Seafire was handling like the beauty she was. 


“Race you home, Lady,” Charlie yelled into the mike as they made 
a long sweeping turn and throttled back. 


“We clocked you at ninety knots,” Craig’s voice sounded over the 
radio. 


“We still have some power to spare and that’s the way we’re going 
to leave it for now,” Charlie called back as they flashed past the 
Gambler’s Lady on the way home, Ed and Charlie waving and pounding 
each other’s backs. They knew they had a great boat, all they had to do 
now was perfect it. It would help having two boats sold to start with 
while they were running tests also. 


The celebration party aboard the Gambler’s Lady that night was 


hosted by Craig, but the hero of the day was Charlie, and everyone loved 
his friend Chris. Ed and George couldn’t stop congratulating each other 
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and became boring to the rest of the party. George was now referring to 
Ed and Charlie as “My Lads.” 


Charlie and Chris said their good-byes early and headed for Charlie’s 
car. As they crossed the parking lot, Charlie told Chris they could take 
a short-cut through the hotel lobby. They crossed the lobby, turned left 
down a long corridor leading to the west wing of the hotel. Part way 
down the corridor Charlie turned left through a fire exit and out into an 
employee parking lot. They stopped next to a new Buick. Charlie 
unlocked the door and gently pushed Chris into the front seat. 


“Avis,” Charlie said as he closed the door and walked around to the 
other side. He had planned ahead. After he had seen the black Lincoln 
earlier in the day he had called Jake at the factory and told him to park 
the rental car here. Charlie was going to play some cops and robbers too. 
He wasn’t even sure if he was being followed, but he wasn’t leaving 
anything to chance. 


“I can take you home to your apartment or to my palace, your 
choise: 4 


“T’ve never been in a palace.” Chris said as they pulled out of the 
parking lot and she snuggled close to Charlie. He looked into the rear 
view mirror, there was no one behind them. He felt better now as he 
headed for his cottage. He didn’t want to be looking over his shoulder 
every minute and he didn’t want Chris looking over hers either. 


As they entered the old rundown house Charlie turned to Chris and 
said, 


“This is all Ihave to offer, but if you want to start at the bottom with 
me, it’s all yours.” 


“Tt’s more than I had hoped for,” Chris said as she put her arms 
around Charlie’s neck. 


14 


The moming sun was rising over the mountains above Lake Meade 
and casting cool shadows over the never sleeping city of Las Vegas. The 
cool desert breeze would soon be replaced by hot sweltering wind from 
the same desert that had been so cold a few hours before. 


Karl Hausemann was already up and talking on the phone to New 
York, three hours ahead in time. He disliked the time difference and 
wished his office was in New York instead of Vegas. But, since his best 
customers spent most of their time in Vegas he had to stay there. 


Since moving to Vegas, Karl had the opportunity to expand his illegal 
operations and the expansion had proven profitable. He had found it easy 
to slip in as a middle-man in cocaine deals. His main buyer of coke lived 
on the Vegas strip in one hotel or another, controlling a network of dealers 
all over the United States, gambling every day, continually playing at 
one thing or another every night. Karl would join him, encouraging 
greater use, but wondering what kept the man alive, he was so dissipated. 


~ Karl also supplied his smuggled diamonds and gold to a Mafia-con- 
trolled jewelry chain, imported high-dollar prostitutes from Europe, and 
laundered money for all his clients. Yes, the move to America and its 
infant drug trade had been profitable for Karl. 
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Karl wanted to be in Fort Lauderdale with Chris but his business was 
too important to leave at this time. Most of all, he needed to coordinate 
the biggest shipment of cocaine he had ever made with the gold shipment 
of Chris’s. He must have all the gears in motion before going to Florida. 


As he read the last report from his hired private detective in Fort 
Lauderdale, Karl determined that the man was an idiot and must be 
replaced as soon as possible. It was obvious that in every transaction he 
made, his weakest link and his most exposure was incompetent help. 
Karl was even more determined to handle the gold shipment himself. He 
paced back and forth as he read the report. Any fool would know that 
Chris and Tipton were aware they were being followed. No one can 
simply disappear into thin air on a daily basis. 


Karl threw the letter down on his desk and swore under his breath. 
He must go to Fort Lauderdale now. He would take care of other pressing 
business by phone after he got there. There was also concern about 
Chris’s feelings toward him. How far was she willing to go to get her 
gold? He didn’t want her to screw everything up at the last minute. She 
had become an unknown quantity to him and he wasn’t going to leave 
anything to chance. There was fifty million plus the gold at stake. He 
slapped his leg; he would leave immediately for Florida and be prepared 
to alter his plans for the future Mrs. Hausemann if necessary. First 
though, he would fly to the island of Providenciales and make arrange- 
ments for the transfer. 


Peter Jones was born on the island of North Caicos, just a few miles 
north of Providenciales, or “Provo” as it was more commonly called. 
His family had moved to Provo when the first hotel was built and they 
had all become employed in the tourist industry in one capacity or 
another. Peter and his family soon discovered though that like most of 
the other natives, the jobs available to them were menial and poorly paid 
because the tourist industry was still in its infancy and almost non-exis- 
tent for much of the year. Jobs for gardeners, maids, janitors, dish- 
washers, and ditch diggers were plentiful, but Peter thought jobs like that 
were for Haitians so he had taken up fishing. It did not occur to Peter 
that to advance in life and prosper he needed an education. So Peter 
joined the ranks of the unemployed and spent every day at the docks or 
the fisheries looking for work. 
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When Peter wasn’t fishing or looking for work he would hang around 
the docks and watch the people and boats. Sometimes he ran errands for 
the white people, or “honkies” as the natives called them. He worked 
hard to learn all he could from the honkies. 


One day Peter was asked if he could drive a boat. He lied and said 
yes. He had been around them enough and it looked easy. He drove the 
boat all day long, fortunately without a mishap, and from then on Peter 
was geared to fishing and the sea. His only problem was money, he never 
had any. Whatever he made was spent with nothing saved and he was 
forced to live in squalor with the rest of his family. 


By the time Peter was twenty he had become the best fisherman on 
Provo and knew every fishing hole, where to get lobster, conch, grouper, 
and most of all, he had learned to patronize the honkies so they would 
tip him better and send their friends to fish with him. It was because of 
his reputation the German man had asked for him five years ago. 


Peter had spent the whole day showing the German where he fished 
behind Water Cay, the hidden lagoon where he found grouper and 
bonefish. While they ate lunch on a secluded beach the German asked a 
lot of questions. When he asked about airstrips on the smaller islands, 
Peter drew a map in the sand and showed him where the drug runners 
landed on Parrot Cay, just a few miles up the coast. By this time Peter 
had decided this honky wasn’t interested in fishing; he wanted a transfer 
point and possibly someone to assist him. Peter decided he would be the 
man’s island connection. Peter told Karl about local drug politics and 
the established drug operation on the island that he would have to 
contend with. Karl had absorbed all the information and decided that he 
would make Provo his transfer point from South America to Europe. If 
he ever moved his operations into the U.S., it would be even more 
convenient. As Karl handed Peter ten $100 bills when the day was over, 
Karl knew he had a trusted employee; from the look in Peter’s eyes, he 
would do anything for Karl. 


Karl had spent an evening with Peter explaining what he should do 
when he received messages from him, how to transport fuel, what to do 
with money that was given to him, why he shouldn’t tell anybody what 
he was doing, and many other things, all new to Peter. He decided that 
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what Karl was transporting was his business; he was going to be wealthy 
himself and he could live in his own house and get married. 


The past five years had proven profitable for Karl. With his move 
into the cocaine trade, Provo had become indispensable. Now he was 
here to set up the biggest deal of all. As Karl looked out at the calm sea 
from his hotel balcony while he waited for Peter to arrive for their 
meeting, he knew he had picked a good place to operate. This island 
remained one of the loneliest places he had ever been—no resort 
developments, no vacation homes, no large marinas—perfect for smug- 
gling operations. 


As a British Colony, Provo was protected and ruled by the Crown. 
The natives didn’t particularly like that, but there was nothing they could 
do about it, so life went on in the islands. The travel guides described 
Provo as an “Island paradise, halfway between Florida and Puerto Rico, 
surrounded by forty nearby islands and uninhabited cays, cooled by 
stunning and unique transparent waters.” What interested Karl most of 
all was the confusion in government, the apathy and complacency of the 
people, the complete lack of ambition, and the absence of a police force. 
His source of information had been very accurate. “Provo is on the verge 
of becoming another Cayman, but at a snail’s pace,” read one financial 
article. Karl could not think of a more suitable place to transfer his 
merchandise. 
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Charlie and Chris had just been for an early morning dip in the ocean. 
While Chris was taking a shower Charlie sat in the small kitchen having 
his second cup of coffee. He couldn’t recall when he had been as happy 
and satisfied with life in general, and as he looked around the old house, 
even it looked good to him. He and Chris had spent the last month fixing 
it up, painting, polishing, and repairing. Even the old house was part of 
their new-found happiness. Chris had made new curtains for the 
bedroom and when Charlie acted surprised and pleased, she had cried 
with happy emotion. 


Charlie looked at the swing on the porch. It was as old as the house, 
and until he had drilled new holes and installed new bolts, they were 
afraid to sit in it. Now, they sat in it every night before going to bed, 
rocking, talking, laughing, melding their past and future, making up for 
years of loneliness and lost time. There was a complicity, an involve- 
ment, an intense interest and concern for each other. 


For the past month Chris had lived with Charlie. At first they could 
only be together part of the time because of the men following them, but 
gradually they found new ways to throw the tails off the trail, and except 
for a few hours during the middle of the day when Charlie was at work, 
Chris spent all her time at the old house. 
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Their safest way of moving back and forth was the longest, but it 
was also the most fun. They simply walked down the street to the 16th 
Street Docks and got into a small speedboat which George Evans had 
loaned them, drove out Port Everglades, down the beach behind Chris’s 
apartment, and she waded ashore and entered through the rear entrance 
of her building. She left the same way when she met Charlie except when 
she wanted to be seen, then she would drive her car to the Sears parking 
lot, walk through the mall to Burdines Department Store a block away, 
get into an Avis rental car in their parking lot and simply disappear for 
several days. 


Charlie’s thoughts were interrupted by Chris as she walked into the 
kitchen. : 


“Scrambled eggs coming up.” She gave Charlie a kiss on the cheek 
as she walked past to the old refrigerator. 


“Today we both go to the plant, then tonight I guess you go home 
through the front door with Karl.” Charlie had a sick look on his face as 
he watched Chris fixing breakfast. She had received a message the day 
before that Karl would arrive today and meet her at the factory, where, 
if everything was in order, they would take delivery of the two Seafires 
and make the last payment. 


“Karl may go home with me but he will have to get an apartment of 
his own, don’t you worry.” 


“I’m not worried about that. I’m worried about what is going to 
happen next, after Karl has the boats. He’s an unknown quantity.” 


Chris looked at Charlie, they were both apprehensive, she sensed his 
feelings. 


“Charlie, I want you to know that I have never been happier or more 


contented in my whole life, I don’t want our lives together to end now 
or ever.” 
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“I know, I feel the same. There’s really nothing to worry about, I 
know I’m overreacting.” He wanted to tell Chris to forget the gold but 
he knew it was her inheritance and it was her decision. 


“Charlie, I could be happy living here, we don’t need more.” She 
wanted him to tell her what to do, she had opened every door to him, she 
was completely his, and Charlie knew it too. But that old gut feeling told 
Charlie that they had to see this thing through, they had to make Karl 
and the gold a thing of the past, a memory. He finished his coffee and 
got up from the table. 


“C’mon, we have a lot to do today.” 


As Charlie and Chris walked out of the door onto the porch they both 
looked back. He gave Chris a kiss on the cheek, put his arm around her 
and they walked to the old Cadillac. 


“Might as well be out in the open about everything now, I'll have 
someone from the plant pick up the Avis car.” As they drove toward the 
factory, each was silent with his own thoughts, worried about the future, 
the unknown, yet drawing comfort from the nearness of each other. 


Pulling into the factory parking lot they saw the two Seafires resting 
in their cradles on the trucks that were going to transport them away, to 
where no one knew yet. George and Ed were both carrying check lists, 
making sure every detail was accounted for. Ed looked up as Charlie 
walked over to him. 


“Only thing missing is the name.” 


“Maybe it isn’t important. I’m sure there are many boats shipped 
without a name.” 


“Well, I kinda thought we could name one of them ‘Miss Chris’ or 
something like that.” 


“Why you old softy.” Chris laughed as she walked up behind Ed, 


obviously hearing his remark. Ed blushed and turned away. Charlie 
laughed. 
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“Can you believe that old man used to give me orders?” Chris put 
her arm around Ed and gave him a hug. Ed hugged Chris and they all 
laughed. 


Charlie, Ed, and Tim were in the conference room going over the 
plans of a new sailboat they had just received an order for. If there was 
apprehension felt by anyone it was not shown. The phone rang and they 
all jumped. 


“Jesus, can’t we get a buzzer for that thing?” Ed remarked. 
“Show them in,” Tim said, and hung up the phone. 


The door opened and Chris entered, followed by a tall, rather 
handsome man, dressed in an expensive grey suit, and carrying an 
equally expensive briefcase. 


“Gentlemen, may I introduce Karl Hausemann.” Karl moved around 
the room shaking hands with each of them. His smile and actions were 
disarming, he lingered a little longer with Charlie and his icy stare left 
no doubt in Charlie’s mind what Karl thought of him. Karl wanted to 
know more about Charlie, in case he was ever a threat. Karl stared at the 
man who was trying to take Chris away from him, he was a fool. 


Tim broke the tension by suggesting they go outside and inspect the 
Seafires. An hour later, and appearing satisfied, Karl signed the transfer 
documents and paid the balance owing on the boats to Tim with cash. 
Tim and Ed both breathed a sigh of relief. They had delivered their first 
two boats, were paid, and all they had to worry about now was how to 
explain the large deposit in currency to the bank. 


“T’m told the Seafires are even faster than advertised, and I must 
admit, they are beautiful boats, my compliments to all of you.” Karl 
smiled and bowed to Charlie. “Perhaps you would like to join Chris and 
me for dinner and: celebrate?” He was daring Charlie to accept the 
invitation with the look on his face, his steel grey eyes piercing through 
Charlie as if he weren’t there. 
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“Sorry, I have other plans, maybe later this week.” Charlie couldn’t 
bring himself to look at Chris. He turned and walked toward the office, 
Ed and Tim could handle everything from here on. 


Driving home Charlie decided to check the speedboat at the 16th 
Street pier. He had told Chris earlier that he would leave it there, just in 
case. As he turned into the parking lot he glanced into the rear view 
mirror. There was the black Lincoln again. He didn’t dare go to the pier 
now, he would have to dump these guys. He made a U turn and headed 
back toward Pier 66, he needed people around him for what he planned. 


Parking his car near the front door of the hotel, Charlie jumped out 
and walked rapidly into the lobby toward the pay phones in the corner. 
He stepped into the first booth and dialed the factory. He looked toward 
the front door, there the guy was, waiting for him between the door and 
his car. Ed answered the phone. 


“Ed, boy am I glad I caught you. Those guys I told you about tailing 
me and Chris. Well, they are waiting for me outside Pier 66 and I’m 
getting damned upset. I think they work for that creep Karl, anyway, I 
want to make sure of it and get it over with, can you help me?” 


“Name it, Charlie.” 


“Just come over to Pier 66 and back me, maybe a couple of the boys 
out in the plant would like a beer with us?” 


“T’ll be there as soon as I can get some help.” 


Charlie hung up and went into the men’s room. He looked in the 
mirror and wondered what he was getting himself into. This cops and 
robbers thing was all new to him and he certainly didn’t want to be 
involved. He wondered what they wanted with him now. They had their 
boats, Chris, there was no reason for them to tail him anymore. He 
decided to go to the bar for a drink and wait for Ed there. 


Charlie could see the front entrance of the hotel from his seat at the 


bar. He had just finished his first drink when he saw Ed pull in with 
another car following him. Charlie jumped up and walked swiftly to the 
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front door, arriving just as Ed and three husky men from the factory got 
out of the two cars. 


One tail was standing by the curb by Charlie’s old Cadillac, the 
second tail was still sitting in the Lincoln parked a few feet in front of 
Ed’s car. Charlie pointed to the Lincoln as Ed approached it. It took Ed 
two seconds to pull open the door and yank the man out into the arms of 
one of the bruisers he had brought with him. Before the man at the curb 
could think, Charlie grabbed him by the collar and shoved him toward 
Ed. As the man stumbled toward Ed, trying to control himself, Ed 
grabbed him by one arm, swung him around and had a hammerlock on 
him before he could think. 


“What now, Colonel?” Ed grinned at Charlie and looked around to 
make sure the other man had been subdued also. 


“See if they're armed.” The second man from the plant, whose name 
was Forbes and was foreman of the fiberglass department, just over two 
hundred fifty pounds, frisked the men and found two 38 police specials. 
He put a gun in each of his pants pockets and grinned at Charlie. 

“Forbes, you have my permission to trash these guys if either one of 
them makes a wrong move.” Forbes continued smiling and turned his 
attention to the two tails. 


“Let’s walk down to the picnic area by the bridge,” Charlie said. 


“Move your ass fella,” Ed snarled at the man he had by the arm. The 
group started walking toward the waterway. 


“Who do you work for?” Charlie asked the smaller man. 
“Him.” He nodded toward the other man. 
“Who does he work for?” 


“Go screw yourself,” the larger man interrupted. 
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“Tf I don’t have an answer by the time we get to the bridge you both 
will get very wet.” 


“Tell him, Harry, this is the last night anyway.” The small man 
whined. They were about five steps from the seawall, the larger man 
twisted and swung on Charlie, grazing his left cheek, breaking the skin 
and drawing blood. As the man was about to hit Charlie again, Ed 
grabbed his forearm, twisted and raised at the same time, they all heard 
the bone snap. 


“Can you tread water with one arm, you bastard?” Ed grabbed the 
other arm and twisted it behind the man’s back. 


“Just give me one reason and Ill break this one too.” 


“One last time, who do you work for?” Charlie insisted. The man 
looked daggers at Charlie, obviously in pain and not wanting to have 
two broken arms. | 


“Man by the name of Hauseman, that’s all we know.” Charlie looked 
at the man, wondering what to do next. 


“T could get tough with you two, but I won’t now. If I ever see either 
one of you or that Lincoln again though, you’ll wish you never heard of 
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me. 
“Give us our guns back.” The little man whined. 


“Toss them as far as you can.” Charlie ordered Forbes. Before either 
man could act, their guns had splashed in the middle of the Intracoastal 
Waterway. The two men turned-and started running for their car, one 
holding his arm to his side. Charlie turned to the others and smiling said, 


“Thanks fellas, the drinks are on me. Maybe I can go home tonight 
without a tail. They all followed Charlie into the bar and sat down at a 
booth. Charlie hoped no one noticed the slight case of the shakes he was 
having. 
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Charlie had waited all day to hear from Chris. He had started to call 
her several times but decided at the last minute not to confuse the issue, 
not just yet. Finally, he could wait no longer; he picked up the phone and 
dialed her apartment. 


“Hello,” Chris answered the phone. 

“Tt’s Charlie, you OK?” 

“Oh, Charlie, thank God you called. Your timing is perfect, this is 
the first time I have been alone all day. I wish you would get a phone in 


your house so I could call you, I miss you so much...” 


“Hold on, one thing at a time,” Charlie interrupted. “Do you know 
when you are leaving for South Africa?” 


“Karl said tomorrow. He’s waiting for British Airways to confirm 
his reservations now.” 


“Chris, I just had a thought. If you get trapped and can’t get out or 
get a message to me before you leave, tape one on the bottom of the toilet 
tank lid. I have to know where you are going and when. Otherwise call 
the plant and talk to Ed.” 
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“Charlie, I’m so scared. I’m alright now, it’s after we get the gold 
that I worry about, I’ll be at Karl’s mercy. Charlie, I’m afraid of him, he 
thinks we are going to get married and live in Las Vegas after this is all 
over.” 


“I’m worried too, but unless I’m asked to get personally involved I 
guess it’s none of my business.” 


“Charlie, tell me not to go, I can forget the gold.” 


“T can’t do that, there’s too much at stake, it’s your inheritance. If I 
had a million dollars to give you it might be different. Anyway, we’ve 
been over this a nundred times.” 


“Ts the boat at the dock?” Chris asked. 


“Yes, and I left an Avis at Sears in the orange parking. I'll stay at 
home tonight, in case you can get away from Karl. Christ, I can’t believe 
I said that, you would think we were escaped convicts the way we are 
talking.” 


“Karl won’t let me out of his sight and there’s a man sitting out in 
the corridor, I know he works for Karl.” 


“Well, the ones that have been following us don’t work for Karl 
anymore.” 


“T’ll try and come to you tonight, Charlie.” Chris was in tears and it 
made Charlie mad. 


“Be careful, Chris, there’s no sense in creating any problems or 
causing Karl to be upset. Just play it cool, I’m sure everything will work 
out.” 


They both hung up and Charlie started to leave the office. On second 
thought he turned and went back to his desk. He muttered to himself, 
“Charlie Tipton is involved whether he likes it or not. A little more 
involvement won’t hurt.” He picked up the phone and dialed a private 
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number for General Kenneth Canfield, Air National Guard Head- 
quarters, Washington, D.C. 


“General Canfield’s office,” a female voice answered. 
“This is Charlie Tipton. Is the General in?” 


“Just a moment please.” There was a short pause, then Ken’s 
booming voice. 


“Charlie, good to hear from you, where are you?’ 


“I’m in Fort Lauderdale. Ken, I want you to do me a favor if you 
can. There may be nothing to it but I’m worried about a friend of mine, 
I don’t want her to get into trouble. See if you can find out anything about 
a man named Karl Haausemann, Las Vegas, South Africa, gold, Nazi, 
that’s all Iknow. Anyway, it’s important that I find out right away about 
this turkey — if there is anything to worry about.” 


“Well, get off the phone so I can go to work on it; give me a number 
where I can reach you.” 


“Call the factory, I'll be here ’till seven.” Charlie hung up and tried 
to concentrate on the growing pile of paperwork on his desk. He pushed 
the intercom for Jayne. 


“If General Canfield calls, put him right through.” Maybe he was 
wasting time on a hunch, but he was either going to have Chris or not. 
In either event, he was going to stand by her, regardless. Screw Karl 
Hausemann and Las Vegas. For a fleeting moment Charlie thought 
maybe he was being played for a sucker, maybe Chris was using him as 
Karl was using her. ? 


The office staff had left and Charlie was about to give up hearing 
from Ken when the phone rang. It was Ken. 


“Son, you hit the Goddamn jackpot. This Hausemann fella is the 


numero uno asshole in the whole wide world. Now you just tell Uncle 
Ken everything, and don’t you leave out nothing, comprendo.” Charlie 
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could tell by Ken’s words that he was dead serious and had stumbled 
onto something important. 


“T don’t have any connection with him other than we just sold him 
two boats, for cash, a half million dollars. Other than that, I don’t know 
the guy from Adam.” 


“Can you describe him?” 


“Sure, he’s a tall, good-looking, blond, grey eyes, German accent, 
and I agree, he’s an asshole.” 


“That’s the guy. Now get this Charlie. This Hausemann fella is 
suspected of being one of the biggest dealers of drugs and other goodies 
in the U. S. He is being watched by every agency there is, including the 
Coast Guard, I.R.S., D.E.A., and now, because you asked, the Goddamn 
Air Guard. They all know where he is but can’t touch him. They have 
come close to nailing the sonofabitch twice, but the witnesses or 
evidence disappears suddenly and they have no case. Now Charlie, if 
you have a personal involvement with this, for Christ sake tell me now.” 


“Did you happen to run across the name Christina Mulligan?” 
Charlie hated to ask, but he had to know. 


“Did I! I’m looking at her picture right here in front of me, good 
looking broad. What’s she to you?” 


“T might ask her to marry me—someday.” 

“Well, you sure know how to pick ’em. There’s nothing on her in 
this file other than she has been a frequent companion of Hausemann, 
nothing else.” 

“Ken, I think Chris might be in danger, what should I do?” 

“Already have it figured Charlie. You keep away from them. Let’s 
give them plenty of rope, then when you hear something you call me. 


I’ll pass the information to the right party, they’1l know what to do about 
it™ 
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“Ken, I can’t just sit back and do nothing.” 
“Charlie, you just follow orders. Do I make myself clear?” 


“T want to get Chris out of there right now.” Charlie knew he was 
wrong. 


“No, leave her be. If Karl gets pressured or suspicious he might walk 
away from the whole thing. We want him to have all the rope he can 
handle. You say he is going to go after gold for Chris. Well, I guarantee 
there will be drugs involved before he’s done.” 


“You’re right, Ken, I won’t spill the beans. Just remember though, 
Chris is important to me and I want to protect her if I can.” 


“T’m not surprised, looking at her picture.” 

“T’ll keep in touch,” Charlie promised. 

“This is top secret, Charlie, be careful oe you talk to.” 

“Tl tell Ed. OK?” 

“Probably a good idea. But no one else.” 

“Thanks for the information, Ken.” Charlie hung up just as Ed 
walked into the office. Ten minutes later Charlie had briefed Ed on 
everything that was happening. 

“What wouid you do if you were me?” 


“T would go after her and the gold.” 


“Ed, we’re not kids anymore. Christ, this Karl plays for keeps. Idon’t 
know how I managed to get mixed up in this to such an extent.” 


“I remember when you smuggled a case of Early Times Whiskey 
into Korea in the wheel wells of a P-51, flew a hundred miles with your 
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gear down to the worst airstrip in Korea, and didn’t break a bottle. 
Smuggling gold out of South Africa should be duck soup.” 


“Ed, that was almost thirty years ago, I don’t do things like that 
anymore.” 


“Well, nobody is going to do it for you. You’re liable to lose her and 
the gold.” 


Charlie paced the floor for two minutes and with a frown on his face 
turned to Ed. 


“C’mon, I’ll buy you a steak. Then you can go with me to get Chris. 
I’m going to need help if that bastard Karl is around.” 


“Just don’t upset Ken’s apple cart.” 


“He can have Karl. All I want is Chris.” 


Charlie and Ed left the restaurant and headed the old Cadillac toward 
the 16th Street Pier, to check on the boat that had been left for Chris. 
Charlie hoped they might bump into her on the way. He was upset that 
she was so near and yet so far. They parked the car and started walking 
down the long dock. They were about half way to the boat when they 
noticed some men trying to keep a small boat from sinking. Its bow was 
barely sticking out of the water. Charlie didn’t have to ask what had 
happened. 


“C’mon Ed, to hell with the boat, let’s find Chris.” 
They made it to Chris’s apartment building in ten minutes, skidding 
to astop at the front door. As Charlie got out of the car the security guard 


approached from the rear. 


“You can’t park there, mister,” the guard spit at Charlie. He gestured 
toward a “Loading Zone” sign. 
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“If you don’t want your ass kicked from here to Pompano you better 
get me to apartment 1001 right now, like real quick.” Charlie had his 
fists clinched and looked about ready to hit the guard. As Ed rounded 
the car the guard determined to do as Charlie ordered, besides, apartment 
1001 had checked out two hours ago. 


The guard stayed by the door as Ed and Charlie searched the 
apartment. Charlie shook his head and motioned Ed to leave. As they 
started out the door Charlie turned and said, 


“T have to use the head, wait a minute.” Without waiting for a reply 
he walked rapidly across the apartment to the bathroom, closed the door 
and went straight to the toilet. There was an envelope taped under the 
lid; he flushed the toilet and walked back into the living room. He walked 
past the guard as if he weren’t there and allowed Ed to get into the 
elevator. He stepped in and pushed the button causing the door to close 
before the guard got there. They could hear the guard yelling as they 
started down. 


They drove for several blocks before Charlie pulled over next to a 
street light. His hands were steady as he ripped open the envelope. He 
was mad, concerned, frustrated, and in love. There was only one page. 
It was the first time he had seen her handwriting and it was as beautiful 
as she. He turned on the dash light to see the letter better. 

My Dearest Charlie, 
I only have a few minutes, Karl just informed me we are leaving 
right away. I must do as he says for now, I hope you agree and 


understand. 


I must tell you now, I am pregnant. I hope it is a boy to help you 
sail those beautiful boats you dream about. 


I love you, I’ ll hurry back as soon as possible. 
Forever yours, 


Christina. 
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Charlie read the letter again then passed it to Ed to read. He could 
hardly believe what he had read. He looked at Ed, hoping for some words 
of wisdom. Ed smiled. 


“Charlie, looks like your future is pretty well planned. Maybe you 
better think about getting on the payroll.” 


They both stared into the darkness ahead. Finally Ed broke the 
silence. 


“You know I’m with you, whatever you decide is right.” 
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Pan Am Flight 98 touched down at Heathrow International Airport 
at 7:30 A.M., on schedule. An hour later, after clearing Customs and 
Immigration, Karl and Chris got into a waiting taxi and headed for the 
Brown Hotel. There they checked in and Karl informed Chris, as he 
paused outside her room, that as soon as Max arrived they would all go 
out to lunch. In the meantime, she could rest and enjoy. Then Karl went 
across the hall to his own room. 


Chris was still in a state of shock from everything happening so fast. 
Just the day before she had thought she was going to be able to spend 
some time with Charlie. Instead, she was told to pack, they were leaving 
in thirty minutes. She had just enough time to write Charlie a note before 
Karl called for her. She hoped Charlie had remembered to go after it. 


She had been given her own room and was somewhat relieved that 
she was able to lie down and rest by herself. She saw the phone on the 
desk and rushed to it thinking she could dial Charlie. She picked it up, 
it was dead. Rushing to the door, she opened it and looked down the 
corridor. There was one of the men that had met them at the airport sitting 
in a chair at the far end. She knew he was there to stop her from leaving. 
Panic set in, she thought of Anna. Maybe she could get word to her some 
way, maybe she could help. 
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About an hour later there was a knock at the door, it was Karl. She 
opened the door and let him in, knowing there was little choice. 


“Chris, we’re going to Alfredo’s for lunch, then we’ll come back and 
rest awhile so we won’t be so tired for the trip to Johannesburg.” He 
smiled at her as if he was a patronizing clerk in a department store. 


“Anything special I should wear?” 


“No, my darling, anything you wear will be perfect. You know how 
I love to be seen in public with you, you are always dressed perfectly.” 
He turned and left the room saying, “Ten minutes.” 


It was thirty minutes later when Karl returned. Chris opened the door 
thinking they were leaving for lunch. Instead, the man down the hall 
entered the room behind Karl and started picking up Chris’s luggage. 


“What are you doing?” she asked. 


“I’ve decided to take our luggage with us and then we won’t have 
to come back here; we can go straight to the airport after lunch.” 


This was typical of Karl and Chris was furious. He was always so 
unpredictable, moving around, changing plans, moving out of hotels in 
the middle of the night, even changing taxis in route. 


“T hope I get to finish my lunch, wherever we eat.” She brushed by 
Karl and started down the corridor. 


“Wait for me, darling.” It was an order Chris heard, not a polite 
request. 


They went by taxi to Alfredo’s, which surprised Chris. She had 
guessed they would eat someplace else. She was also pleasantly 
surprised with the lunch and friendly atmosphere, small talk, no pressure, 
and Karl appeared to be a sensitive, romantic suitor. Then a man 
appeared and told Karl the car was ready, another switch. On the way to 
Heathrow on the M4, they switched again and headed for Gatwick 
Airport. 
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“T’ve chartered a plane to fly us to Paris, it will be a better flight. 
We'll have a nice dinner, maybe take-in a show, have a good night’s 
sleep, and off to Africa tomorrow. I know a wonderful little hotel with a 
fabulous restaurant and I would like one more night with you before our 
journey. Do you mind?” 


“No, I’m tired and I don’t care where we stay; I just want to get this 
thing over with.” Chris was tired, but she was more frightened. She 
wished she had decided to stay with Charlie and forsake her inheritance. 
She was relieved when they pulled up to the private jet that would fly 
them to Paris. She could relax for awhile, knowing she was safe as long 
as Karl was not in possession of the gold. She was safe as long as Karl 
thought he was going to marry her. 


They had taken off and were over the English Channel when Chris 
became airsick. Karl noticed and wondered why. She had never been 
airsick before that he knew of. He determined it was the excitement and 
decided to press the marriage issue again. He wanted Chris and was 
feeling lustful, a new feeling to him. Chris would give in sooner or later. 


“Chris darling, you’re just excited, I’m sure you will feel better after 
we land. We’ll have a nice dinner and talk about our future.” Karl leaned 
forward and placed his hand on Chris’s knee. “When we have disposed 
of the gold we will live in the lap of luxury forever. Possibly tonight you 
will be more giving and thoughtful?” He moved his hand from her knee 
to her leg. Chris shuddered, she could never marry Karl, not under any 
circumstances. Suddenly, the pilot warned them to fasten their safety 
belts, they were approaching Orly Field and would be on the ground in 
five minutes. 


Chris did feel better after they were on the ground, even though she 
knew she had been sick from being pregnant, not flying. Later they ate 
at a very exclusive restaurant and Karl treated Chris like royalty; he was 
a perfect gentleman all evening. They returned to the hotel and as Karl 
unlocked Chris’s door for her he placed his arm around her waist and 
forced her through the door. Not letting go he put his arms around her 
and tried to kiss her on the mouth. As she struggled he dropped his hand 
to her breast, clumsily he forced himself on her. Chris finally broke his | 
grasp and stepped back, furious but fearful. 
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“Karl, stop it, have you lost your senses?” 


“I’m sorry Christina, but you drive me crazy and I want you 
desperately. I have never wanted anyone like I want you.” Chris was 
controlling herself and she suddenly decided she had better tell Karl how 
she felt about Charlie, before it was too late. 


“Karl, [know how much you care for me. I know we have memories 
and Anna in common. But Ican never marry you. I’m in love with Charlie 
Tipton and I’m going to have his baby.” She smiled tenderly and 
sympathetically at Karl and sighed, she was glad she had told him, he 
could never accuse her of leading him on now. Perhaps he would be 
easier to be with in the coming days. 


Karl was stunned, he hadn’t counted on this. How dare that pig 
Tipton make Chris pregnant. If it was the last thing he ever did he would 
make Tipton pay, and if he couldn’t have Chris, no one else would have 
her either. 


Karl suddenly realized that Chris might have told Tipton of their 
plans and the gold. He would make a phone call immediately, nothing 
could be left to chance. He composed himself and opened the door to 
leave. 


“I’m sorry if Ihave offended you, it won’t happen again.” He shut 
the door and Chris fell onto the bed, exhausted and nerves shattered. 
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The Lear Jet touched down on the deserted air strip near Puerto Plata, 
on the north shore of the Dominican Republic, just as the sun was setting. 
The field was about ten miles from town and since no authorities had 
been notified of their arrival, there were no worrisome Customs or 
Immigrations formalities. The passengers would clear Customs the 
following day at their own convenience. 


Max was the first out of the aircraft. He carried an automatic pistol, 
and as he walked around the plane he looked as if he was wishing 
someone would appear so he could use it. There was no sign of anyone 
and he walked back to the door of the plane and yelled inside, “Looks 
alright.” 


Karl stepped out of the plane. He too, was carrying an automatic 
pistol He looked around, and apparently satisfied, walked a short dis- 
tance to a small building at the edge of the field. There was a pickup 
truck parked next to it. Karl reached into his pocket and pulled out a key. 
He opened the door and got in. The motor started immediately and he 
drove the truck to the plane, backing up to the door. Karl motioned to 
Max. 


“Hurry and unload the boxes in case we’re seen and some ambitious 
citizen decides to get nosey.” 
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Max started unloading the boxes and luggage with the help of the 
pilot. In addition to the heavy boxes marked “MINING EQUIPMENT”, 
there were twenty small packages, each weighing about twenty pounds, 
When they were through, Karl looked into the plane and satisfied himself 
it was empty. 


“Chris, get into the truck with Max. The pilot will stay here with the 
plane and clear Customs tomorrow. Max, you drive.” 


They drove for about thirty minutes toward the coast without inci- 
dent. Then they turned off the main road onto a narrow dirt road, 
overgrown on one side with coconut palms and on the other by a sugar 
cane field. The road twisted down until they finally came into a clearing 
by the ocean. As the truck turned and came to a stop the headlights 
outlined a railway running into the water. Perched on the railway were 
the two Seafires covered with tarpaulins. 


The three got out of the truck and walked to a small cottage near the 
railway. The door was opened by a little old man who smiled at Chris 
and stood aside for them to enter. There was a table in the middle of the 
room, a kitchen at the far end, and a hall leading to bedrooms off to one 
side. 


Karl turned to the old man and in fluent Spanish told him to get 
someone to prepare dinner. He opened a door in the hallway and 
summoned Chris. 


“You can have this room, just don’t leave the house unless I say so.” 


Chris was hot and tired and she welcomed the chance to lie down 
and relax. It had been a long week. 


As she dozed off to sleep, Chris recalled the events of the past few 
days. They had found the boxes of gold her father had left for her just as 
his letter described. Then, they had driven out of Johannesburg to an 
abandoned airstrip where the Lear was waiting. For three days they 
jumped from one place to another, refueling, dodging Customs officials 
and inspections, and finally, the night before, had landed at a private 
airstrip in Colombia, supposedly to refuel. 
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She had been allowed to get out of the jet just long enough to go to 
the restroom, then they had started right out again, after refueling. The 
plane had taxied to the end of the runway, but instead of turning around 
to take off they continued taxiing to the edge of the field, almost fifty 
yards further, then turned back toward the runway and stopped. 


Max opened the door of the plane and three men appeared from 
nowhere, each throwing several packages into the plane. They disap- 
peared for a few minutes and returned with more packages. It all 
happened so fast Chris was taken by surprise. Max closed the door and 
the pilot pushed the throttles forward. Back on the runway they quickly 
gained flying speed and were off again. The next thing she knew they 
were over the open ocean headed north. | 


As she closed her eyes, tired and hungry, she thought she heard Karl 
in the distance saying, “Send this message to Provo.” 


She dozed for about an hour, was invited to eat, then she went back 
to sleep. The next morning she was awakened by Karl, after sleeping 
around the clock. 

“Come my dear, you need nourishment; we have much to do today. 
We are going to load the gold on one of the boats and get ready to leave 
tonight. Also, we have a visitor coming today; I’m sure you will be 
excited to see who it is.” 

Chris was sipping her coffee, trying to avoid Karl’s stare. He had 
been playing word games with her since leaving London. Now, she 
didn’t know what to believe or think. 

“Aren’t you going to ask me who is visiting us?” 

“Yes, I am curious to know who will visit us.” 

“You don’t sound excited though.” 


“What do you want me to say, Karl?” 


“You act as though you don’t care what happens.” 
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“I’m beginning to have doubts myself,” Chris answered, staring into 
space. 


“Perhaps you will feel different when I tell you it’s our friend Charlie 
Tipton.” 


Chris heard the words but she couldn’t believe them. She was afraid 
to look at Karl; he would surely see the longing in her eyes, and the fear, 
not just for herself and the baby, but for Charlie. She was also experienc- 
ing morning sickness and she wasn’t sure she was going to keep her 
coffee down. In the past week she had learned how cruel Karl really was. 
She had already reconciled herself to giving up the gold, just in case she 
was right about Karl. What was going to happen to her was still unknown. 
But now, Charlie coming here to this place, she couldn’t cope with that. 
She excused herself and ran to the bathroom, just in time for another 
bout of morning sickness. 


The rest of the day Chris was allowed to walk on the beach and sit 
under the waving palm trees. She even waded in the surf and dozed under 
a palm. It was a beautiful place with hundreds of palm trees. The railway 
was partially hidden by the trees, while the sheds and house were 
completely covered. Chris marvelled at the remoteness and the security 
and wondered how Karl ever found it. 


When she walked near the railway with the Seafires tucked in their 
cradles, Max was always there and he motioned her away. Even though 
she was allowed to roam around the area, she was still a prisoner. Now 
though, if what Karl said was true about Charlie coming, she had no 
desire to try and escape. 


Karl informed her before lunch that all the boxes had been loaded 
and all they needed was the aviation fuel for the boats. 


“Tt’s ashame your Charlie didn’t design a boat that used regular gas. 
Getting fuel for these boats is a real headache.” 


Chris already knew they needed aviation fuel and that the engines 


would simply not run on regular gas. She wondered how Karl got Charlie 
to come to this place, and why. Maybe it had something to do with the 
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boats. Then she remembered the small packages they had picked up in 
Columbia. 


“What’s in the packages we picked up, Karl?” she asked, afraid of 
the answer. 


“T might as well tell you. It doesn’t make any difference now. They 
are full of pleasant dreams for many stupid Americans. Fifty million 
dollars worth of dreams.” Karl laughed a cruel laugh and rubbed his 
hands together. Now there were no doubts left in Chris’s mind. 
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After reading the letter Chris had left, Charlie decided he had better 
talk to Ken. His head was still spinning, he wasn’t ready to be a father 
again; Christ, he hadn’t even proposed, not yet anyway. 


Charlie let himself into the office. The hour was late and he wanted 
to be at his desk when he called Ken, not in some telephone booth. He 
dialed Ken’s private number—no answer—so he hung up and pondered 
what to do. He decided to confide in Ed, he had to talk with someone. 
He was about to leave the office when the phone rang. 


“Tipton Industries,’ Charlie answered. 

“Is Mr. Tipton in?” A man’s voice whispered in the phone. 

“This is Mr. Tipton.” 

“Tf you are interested in the welfare and safety of Christina Mulligan, 
go to the pay phone at the Texaco filling station, corner of Commercial 
and University, in thirty minutes.” 

“Who is this?” Charlie asked but the phone went dead. Charlie 


looked at his watch, he could just make it in thirty minutes. He rushed 
out of the office and jumped into his car. Twenty-five minutes later he 
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pulled up in front of the pay booth, got out of the car and waited by the 
door. A few minutes passed and the phone rang. 


“Hello,” Charlie answered. 
“Mr. Tipton?” 
“Yes, who is this?” 


“Never mind who this is. I’m calling for a friend. If you want to see 
Miss Mulligan again, you follow my instructions to the letter, is that 
clear?’ 


“I’m listening,” Charlie answered, not believing this was happening 
to him. 


“You keep this conversation to yourself. If you betray us you will 
never see Miss Mulligan again.” It sounded as if the man at the other 
end was reading a prepared statement. 


“I get the message.” Charlie knew who was giving this guy orders 
and he wished he could put his hands on him and ring his neck. 


“Listen carefully. In three days you are to fly to the island of 
Providenciales, in the Turks and Caicos Islands, in the British West 
Indies. You will check into the Turtle Cove Inn and await further 
instructions. 


“Where the hell is the Turks and Caicos Islands?” Charlie wrote 
down the name. “And further instructions to do what?” 


“That is not for me to say. Shall I report that you are going to follow 
these instructions?” 


“Tell Karl I’ll be there and if any harm comes to Chris I’m going to 
give him some instructions he won’t like.” Charlie hung up and got back 
into his car. He really had to talk to someone now. What the hell did Karl 
want with him anyway, and why the cops and robbers game? Why didn’t 
Karl just call him on the phone and get it over with? 


140 


PROVO AFFAIR 


By the time Charlie had returned to his house and crawled into bed 
exhausted, he had figured out that Chris was alright or Karl wouldn’t be 
involving him. He wondered if Karl knew about the baby and what his 
reaction would be when he found out. Well, he would find out in three 
days. He’d better make reservations first thing in the morning. Three 
days can’t pass soon enough, Charlie thought. Then he fell asleep, 
mentally worn out. 


Charlie stepped off the Cayman Airlines 727 and walked with a 
dozen other passengers across the tarmac to Immigration and Customs. 
So this is Provo, he thought to himself. It was hot and windy, dry and 
dusty, a lot like Arizona, not humid like the Bahamas. As he stood in line 
at the Immigration counter he noticed a map of Providenciales, or 
- “Provo” as it was called, hanging on the wall. There was a “Welcome” 
sign above that. The island looked to be about twenty miles long and a 
mile wide, shaped like a banana. Turtle Cove was in the middle of the 
island, with a marina, a couple of hotels, and some shops. It was also a 
port of entry. There were three native settlements on the map and other 
than that the island looked as pretty as it was desolate. 


After passing through Customs and a cursory inspection by a young 
native who acted put-upon or wishing that Charlie wasn’t there in the 
first place, he hailed one of three taxis. The driver was an oversized 
native woman who grabbed his suitcase and threw it in the trunk of the 
old dilapidated car. Charlie got into the front seat so he could talk and 
get some information. 

“Where to?” the woman asked as she started the car. 

“Turtle Cove Inn.” 

“That six dollars.” 


“OK. Is it a nice hotel?” 


“Never stay there.” 
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“What do other people say?” 
“Don’ know.” 

“Who owns it?” 

“Don’ know.” 


“Do you know where I can rent a fishing boat?” Charlie asked, about 
to give up with the questions. 


“Peter Jones. I send him to you.” 


“Where’s the best place to eat?” Charlie asked, thinking the woman 
was starting to become talkative. 


“Don’ know.” 


Deciding this was getting nowhere, Charlie sat back and looked at 
the scenery. Before he knew it they were at the hotel. He paid the taxi 
driver and went into the lobby. It was clean and neat, although sparsely 
furnished, and there was a pretty native girl behind the counter, which 
also served as a bar. 


“My name is Tipton, I have a reservation.” The girl looked through 
some papers and reaching under the counter, she found a key and handed 
it to Charlie. 


“Room 3 next door, eighty dollars in advance.” The girl looked past 
Charlie without a smile. So far, since arriving, Charlie hadn’t seen 
anyone smiling. 


Charlie opened the door to his room and stepped in. It was clean and 
neat just like the lobby, but there was no telephone or television. There 
was a fan on the ceiling whirling around. He opened the sliding glass 
door on the balcony. The view was fantastic. He could see the barrier 
reef in the distance, some out-islands further east, and at the bottom of 
the hill, he could see the marina and some sailboats at anchor. What a 
beautiful sight, and no tourists. 
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Ken had briefed him the day before about “Provo”. One of the items 
he had learned was that tourists had ignored it because of the drug 
problem and the attitude of the natives. The natives weren’t hostile 
exactly, they were indifferent and belligerent. Charlie wondered if he 
had really needed a reservation, it appeared he might be the only guest 
in the hotel. He guessed the “drug transfer” business didn’t fill many 
rooms. 


Planes loaded with drugs used these islands to transfer their cargo 
to boats and other planes and to refuel before heading on to Florida, six 
hundred miles away. The drug dealers also took advantage of the banking 
laws of the islands. Although they were a Crown Colony, their currency 
was the U.S. dollar. The dealers could deposit large sums of cash in the 
bank, then transfer it by bank draft all over the world, undetected. 


Ken had warned Charlie that the Chief Minister of the Turks and 
Caicos Islands, as well as several other high officials in the government, 
were involved in drug trafficking. Further, many natives earned their 
living by helping with the transfer and shipping of drugs and, with the 
exception of a very few natives, dealing in drugs was condoned and the 
use was widespread. 


Ken had also confirmed Charlie’s suspicions about the two boats he 
had sold to Karl. A half million dollars was a small investment compared 
to the value of the cargo each of the boats could carry. If Karl filled just 
one compartment with cocaine, it would exceed fifty million dollars in 
value. So what was a half million? He could sink the boats after one 
delivery. 


Here is Charles Tipton in the middle of the hottest, drug transfer 
point in the world, Charlie thought. He shook his head. 


Less than a year ago he had driven to Fort Lauderdale to get away 
from trouble, now here he was in the midst of the worst kind of trouble. 


He slipped on his shorts and deck shoes; he might as well play tourist 


while he was here. He would take a walk to the beach and marina and 
see what was going on. 
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Walking on the beach he marvelled at the clear water and beautiful 
clean, white sand. It was the most beautiful beach he had ever seen and 
he wished Chris was here with him to enjoy it. 


At the marina he saw a few sailboats, a half dozen fishing boats, and 
one big cabin cruiser. Charlie guessed the cruiser was the one on the 
satellite scan that Ken had told him about. They knew every day in 
Washington if the big boat had moved in the past twenty-four hours. 


He walked on down the dock reading the names of the boats and 
wondering what brought these people here. He decided there must be a 
story worth writing about each of them, they all had to be adventurers 
to get here in the first place. One boat’s name was Low Profile; Charlie 
decided that was perfect for his situation, a good name for someone who 
had dropped out of society and was just lying low for a while. A ketch 
named Hailstone brought to mind a book by that name and he wondered 
if there was any connection. As he walked slowly by he saw a good-look- 
ing blonde washing the after deck. She looked up and smiled as he 
passed. Charlie smiled back but for once there was no temptation to get 
acquainted; he was on his way to Chris. The last boat at the dock was a 
sleek ketch with a dark blue hull. The name Lilian Mary-Cardiff, South 
Wales was etched in gold on her transom. There was a little girl playing 
with a kitten on top of the deck house. What a great way to travel, thought 
Charlie, as well as an excellent method to get away from the rat race. 


Walking back to the hotel he marveled at the beauty, serenity, and 
solitude of such a notorious place. He looked down at the marina from 
his hotel balcony. There were few signs of movement or life, just water 
and palm trees swaying in the breeze. 


Later, while he was eating dinner, Charlie was approached by a 
young native who introduced himself as “Peter Jones, the best fishing 
guide in the Islands”. 

“You really know where to find fish?” Charlie asked. 

“T know where there are more fish than anybody,” Peter answered 


with only a trace of a smile. Charlie couldn’t tell if he was friendly, 
arrogant, or indifferent. He decided the native was in his early twenties. 
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“Good, I’ll be ready,” Charlie replied. The native turned and walked 
past the waitress, patting her on the rear as he went by. He walked as if 
he was a very important person, belligerent, overcome with his own 
importance. 


Charlie thought about the fishing trip the next morning; he wondered 
if anyone would follow him. He was sure that if Karl wanted him, he 
would find him. Since Charlie had discovered he was the only guest in 
the hotel and there was nothing to see or do after dark except drink and 
sleep, he decided on the latter and fell fast asleep as soon as his head hit 
the pillow. 


The following morning after Charlie had eaten breakfast, Peter 
called for him. They walked down the dirt path to the marina; no one 
else was stirring and Charlie decided it was even quieter than the night 
before. 

“T have a case of beer and some sodas on ice. I got the bait on ice 
too. All we has to do is swing past the fuel dock for a can of gas and we 
can be on our way.” 

“How far do we have to go to where we fish?” Charlie asked. 

“About ten miles.” 

“Ts it near another island?” 

“Close to Water Cay.” 

“Which way is that?” 


“That way.” Peter pointed and added, “You sure ask a lot of ques- 
tions.” 


“Just interested.” Charlie decided to stop asking questions, it ap- 
peared Peter was not overly fond of being questioned. 


At the fuel dock the native working for the marina waved at Peter 
and slowly walked over to the fuel pump. 
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“You goin’ for bonefish today?’ he asked Peter. 
“Yea, and maybe some grouper for the hotel.” 


“Slick Forbes tol’ me they was bitin’ plenty yesterday "hind Water 
Cay.” 


“What bites good for Slick don’ always bite good for me, an he was 
jus’ lucky, he don’ know where no fish is.” 


Charlie watched the two natives as they filled the gas can, neither in 
a hurry. He noticed the boy from the marina was constantly sniffing his 
nose and his body was weaving back and forth, as though he was keeping 
in time with music. His dark glasses hid his eyes but Charlie guessed the 
boy was a real coke head. 


As the natives talked, Charlie’s attention wandered; he looked at the 
sky, it was almost the same shade of blue as the water. He looked down 
in the water beside the dock and saw a school of snapper swimming by. 
Suddenly Charlie realized something was missing in the surroundings. 
It was spooky—no noise, not a sound—no construction noise, no traffic, 
not even music. He glanced at a clump of palm trees, the fronds were 
not moving, there was no wind. No wonder he had never heard of this 
place before, what few people knew about it were keeping it to themsel- 
ves. 


“You ever fish for bonefish before?” Peter’s voice broke the stillness. 
“No, just billfish for fun.” 


“Well, you get some action today. People come fum all over de world 
to fish with me.” 


“You must keep pretty busy.” 
“Yea, lucky you came today, next week I be busy with Mr. Karl all 
week.” Peter checked himself and turned his attention back to the other 


native. “Hurry up with the gas!” He was obviously flustered for saying 
a name he wasn’t supposed to mention. 
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“Man, don’ hurry me, you can get your gas someplace else.” He 
finished and placing the cap on the can he added, “Thatta be twelve 
dollars, Mister Big,” he sneered at Peter. 


As they pulled away from the dock Charlie saw the native give Peter 
the finger, then he turned and slowly walked up the path toward the hotel. 
Charlie knew he would have to be extra careful with Peter now, espe- 
cially since they were both involved with Karl. He must be careful not 
to make Peter suspicious with too many questions. 


The fishing boat with its oversize motor skimmed across the water 
and soon they were almost out of sight of Provo. As he looked ahead, 
Charlie could see what looked like a cut between two pieces of land with 
more ocean beyond. He guessed this was the east end of Provo and the 
small island ahead was the cay Peter had been talking about. As they 
went through the cut he could see more cays and inlets beyond the big 
one. They continued for another mile and then Peter suddenly shut down 
the engine. 


“Here we are, in the middle of more bonefish than you ever see the 
rest of your life.” And Peter was right. After one hour Charlie’s arms 
were so tired from reeling in fish he wanted to quit. Peter read his mind. 
“Why don’t we quit for awhile and go for some grouper, then we can 
either fish more or go home.” 


“Let’s go.” Charlie was relieved to be doing something other than 
Sitting around waiting, but he wasn’t really a fisherman. He had just 
about wound his line in when he got another strike. Peter laughed and . 
took the rod away from Charlie, reeling the fish in for him. 


“What did I tell you!” They both laughed as Peter started the motor 
and headed for the other side of the island through the same cut they had 
used before. They were about halfway through the cut when Peter 
suddenly swerved the boat to the east toward another island surrounded 
by dense clumps of mangroves. The boat slowed as they approached the 
mangroves, then turning again entered a narrow channel which 
meandered through the thick growth. When it looked as if they could go 
no farther they broke out of the mangroves into a small lagoon or lake, 
surrounded on three sides by mangroves and a short beach about the 
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length of a football field at the far end. There were three palm trees near 
the beach which was obviously connected to land bordering on the ocean 
on the other side. It was the most magnificent, beautiful place Charlie 
had ever seen, like a picture in a travel brochure. Peter cut the motor and 
they drifted slowly toward the beach. Charlie looked down into the 
crystal clear water. It looked as if it was two feet deep, but actually was 
closer to ten. 


As if reading his mind, Peter warned, “Don’t get any ideas about 
wading to shore, it runs this deep all the way to the beach.” 


Charlie couldn’t believe the clean, clear water. He put his hand in 
the water and discovered a bath-like temperature. He looked around the 
lagoon, feeling contentment and solitude, at peace with the world—if 
only Chris were here. 


Charlie’s attention was diverted by a splash. Out of the comer of his 
eye he saw Peter disappear under the surface with a spear gun in his 
hand. He followed the bubbles and turmoil as Peter plummeted toward 
the bottom. As quickly as he had gone down he rose to the surface with 
the spear gun, only now it had a thrashing grouper impaled on the end 
of it. Peter grinned as he dropped the fifteen pound fish into the boat, 
crawling in after it. 


“Nice fish.” Charlie smiled and complimented Peter. 


“Tt’ll feed about twenty people tonight, just don’t tell anyone how I 
got it.” 7 


“Spear gun against the law?” 

“Yea, and they get real uptight about it.” Peter frowned. 

Charlie wondered why they were strict about natives fishing with 
spear guns but so lax about drugs. It didn’t make any sense, but there 


were a lot of things happening in his life now that didn’t make sense. 


Peter started the motor and they slowly left the lagoon the same way 
they had entered. As they left the mangroves behind them Charlie looked 
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back. There was no sign of an entrance to the lagoon; he marveled how 
Peter ever found it. 


When Charlie arrived back at the hotel there was a message waiting 
for him. He looked around the lobby as he opened the envelope, but it 
was deserted, and there was no sign of the person who had left it. The 
message was short. “Mr. Tipton, you will take the morning flight to 
Puerto Plata, in the Dominican Republic. It is a thirty minute flight. A 
driver will meet you there. Do not check out of your hotel room.” 

Charlie looked at the girl behind the counter. 

“Ts there a phone I can use to call the States?” 


“The phones are out.” The girl said with a sullen look. 


“You know, I would have bet a hundred dollars they might be.” 
Charlie smiled back at her and turned toward his room. 
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Charlie walked from the plane toward the Puerta Plata Immigration 
and Customs area. He was carrying an overnight bag, nothing more. He 
had already been gone longer than he cared to be. 


Standing in the short line at Customs, he was concerned about the 
honesty of the pilot who had flown him here. He had written a short note 
to Ed the night before, after he had found out he couldn’t telephone the 
States. He had decided the pilot was his best bet for getting a message 
to the States, and after much deliberation, Charlie had handed him the 
envelope just before they landed. The pilot promised he would phone 
the States. 


Not fully trusting the pilot, Charlie looked for a phone as he passed 
through the gate. Before he could find one a stranger had him by the arm. 

“Mr. Tipton?” 

Pics, 


“Come with me, please. I have a car over here,” the stranger said, 
motioning to the parking lot. le 7 


“Where are we going?” Charlie asked. 
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“You'll see when we get there. You'll like it.” 


It was a thirty-minute drive through the low coastal mountains. The 
scenery was breathtaking, with miles of beach on one side and endless 
palm trees on the other. Finally, the driver turned off the main road and 
followed the narrow dirt road to the beach. Charlie saw the two Seafires 
on the railway and Chris running up from the beach at the same time. 
He jumped from the car before it had stopped and ran toward Chris. 


Together in each other’s arms they didn’t say a word. Charlie kissed 
Chris on the cheek, then held her at arm’s length, searching in her eyes 
for answers to a hundred questions. Again they kissed, words were not 
needed right now, they were together. A voice interrupted their reunion. 


“How touching.” Karl’s voice sounded mean. 


Charlie let Chris go and swung around to face Karl. Charlie wanted 
to hit Karl, to even kill him; he had never felt this intense about anyone 
before. His own apprehension was overcome by caution of this deep 
feeling he had never experienced. Then Karl laughed. 


“Let’s go inside and have a cup of tea. I’m sure everything will look 
better after we have had a little time to reflect on what is ahead.” Karl 
bowed and waved his arm toward the cottage. 


Charlie and Chris hesitated a moment, then followed hand-in-hand. 
Charlie squeezed her hand to let her know everything was going to be 
alright. He had so many things to talk to her about, but they would have 
to wait until they were alone. Most of all, he wanted to warn Chris about 
Karl’s drug dealings and he needed to find out just how involved Chris 
was with Karl. Ken had warned him that if Chris was present when drugs 
were being transferred, she would be implicated, whether she was 
innocent or not, and the burden of proof would hang heavy on her. 


In the house they sat around the old table and were served a cup of 
tea by Max, who now carried his automatic in a low-slung shoulder 
holster. To Charlie, Max looked like the kind who would use any excuse ~ 
to shoot the gun. 
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“Now, my friends, let’s discuss what is to become of you and what 
our relationship is going to be. You will want to cooperate and not cause 
any problems since I’m sure you realize how much there is at stake.” 
Karl took a long sip of his tea before he continued. “First things first. I 
have two boats, one of which contains a cargo of gold and sundry 
merchandise of my own. The second boat will merely act as a decoy, if 
the situation presents itself. At any rate, I am prepared to sacrifice one 
boat, if necessary. The boat containing the gold will be taken to the 
United States as fast as prudently safe. Mr. Tipton, your help will be 
useful, but not absolutely necessary. I can get someone else to take your 
place. I only assume the two of you would like to be together until the 
gold is safely transferred.” 


“What is the sundry merchandise you mentioned?” Charlie asked. 
“Cocaine,” Chris interrupted, glaring at Karl. 
Karl smiled, looking from Chris to Charlie. 


“Regardless of the contents of the cargo, let’s compare value. The - 
boxes of gold, allowing for the weight, appear to be worth about one 
million dollars. On the other hand, my twenty little packages are worth 
about fifty million dollars. So you see, I must be concerned with my 
cargo most of all. Naturally, if we get one cargo to the States safely, the 
other will be safe also.” 


“Let’s talk about my gold for a minute,” Chris demanded, leaning 
forward in her chair and looking straight into Karl’s eyes. “What is going 
to be your fee, shall we call it, for delivering my gold to Florida?” 


“T’ve given it some very serious thought and I think the best solution 
is to remain friendly. Therefore, I will deliver the gold for free, if Mr. 
Tipton drives one boat, of my choosing, all the way to the port I select 
in the States.” | 


Charlie caught Chris’s eye and nodded in approval. A great deal 


could happen between here and the States, and to argue with this bastard 
wouldn’t solve a thing. 
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“Charlie, I didn’t know about the drugs until yesterday, please 
believe me.” Chris was worried, her fears were coming true. She was 
involving Charlie more than she wanted. 


“Chris, if we’re caught with the drugs, you won’t have any gold to 
worry about. Not to mention the fact we’ll all spend the best part of the 
rest of our lives in some prison. So whatever the price of delivery, it isn’t 
worth the risk.” Charlie didn’t say he also didn’t give a plugged nickel 
for their chance of survival. 


“What is your price, Tipton?” Karl raised his eyebrows and glanced 
at Max, standing in the corner of the room, like a vulture ready to pounce. 


Charlie thought for a minute, deciding he had nothing to lose by 
making Karl believe he was on the take too. He had to bargain. “Tll do 
it for one million dollars.” 


“Dream all you want, Tipton. I know the gold isn’t that important to 
you two, especially Chris. You both would walk away from it in a 
minute.” 


“If you think I’m going to get involved in this thing for free, you 
have another think coming.” Charlie knew he was treading on thin ice 
but he didn’t want Karl to get suspicious. Neither he nor Chris had 
anything to bargain with, except the gold, and for all practical purposes, 
that was already Karl’s. 


“Tipton, I will pay you five hundred thousand dollars, not a penny 
more: 9 


Charlie had the urge to kill, he knew there was nothing else he could 
do except play along. Damn, he thought to himself, how did I ever get 
into this mess in the first place. “Looks as if I don’t have many choices. 
I’ll go along with it if it’s alright with Chris.” 


Chris nodded consent, knowing there were no alternatives. 


“Good, now we can get down to business and make up for lost time.” 
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“Where are we headed first?” Charlie asked, hoping there had been 
no change in plans. 


“To a small island in the Turks and Caicos. From there we will have 
several options along with establishing a base of operations. We’ll 
confuse the locals with two boats, deliver some of my personal cargo, 
and prepare for the run to the States.” 


“What makes you so sure you can confuse Customs in the Turks and 
Caicos?” 


“Because of their passive lifestyle. You see, the natives have not 
progressed as a society since they were freed from slavery. In the entire 
Caribbean, the Turks Islanders are the least educated and least ambitious. 
Because of this fact, and their naivete, not to mention the warped 
influence of the British, it is a perfectly safe haven from which to 
operate.” 


“Don’t they have laws against drugs?” Charlie knew the answer but 
thought he would ask anyway. 


“Oh yes, but you see, the natives don’t care. They not only deal in 
drugs but half the population is high on drugs to begin with. I have 
already made contact with a high Minister in Government and have made 
arrangements to purchase all our fuel from another. 


“Somehow, I don’t think it’s going to be that easy.” Charlie shook 
his head. 


“Mr. Tipton, my father taught me years ago that the easiest people 
to dominate were those who had little or no self-respect or pride. That’s 
why Hitler feared the Jews so much, they had too much self-respect and 
pride. Turks Islanders have little self-respect and nothing to be proud of. 
That is why it’s the center of drug traffic in the Caribbean, and that is 
why we are going to Providenciales. 


“What about me?” Chris asked. 


“You go with us all the way, my dear.” 
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“T don’t want to be in a boat in rough weather, in my condition.” 


“Well, we just won’t have any rough weather,” Karl sneered. Look- 
ing to Charlie he added, “There are a few hours of daylight, I want you 
to teach Max and me a few things about the boats. Also, I want you to 
help fuel them before they are launched. We’Il have an early start in the 
morning.” 


Charlie reached over to hold Chris’s hand; he wanted to comfort her. 
She seemed so helpless and worried. He could feel her fear of the 
unknown. 


Karl was about to leave when he turned and said, “I want to remind 
you about Max. He is completely loyal to me and would not hesitate to 
shoot either of you if there is a problem. I trust that is a word to the wise.” 


Turning, he added, “If you don’t mind, Tipton, let’s head for the 
boats.” 


Charlie gave Chris a hug. “Why don’t you lie down and get some 
rest; it’s going to be a long night.” 


“Charlie, please believe me. I would do anything in the world not to 
have you involved in this. Please be careful.” Chris tured and walked 
to the bedroom. 


Karl led the way down the path to the two Seafires, still perched on 
their launching cradles under the shipping tarps. Karl pulled back the 
tarp on the first boat. 


“This will be your home for a few days and it will be our classroom. 
Perhaps you would like to start by showing us the fuel system, since that 
appears to be our number one problem. I suggest you change the system 
on future boats," Karl commanded, as he climbed up the boarding ladder. 


Charlie had decided to go along with Karl for the time being. It might 


be awhile before he and Chris could get away from him, and he didn’t 
exactly want to kiss the gold goodbye either. He stepped into the cockpit 
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and sat down in the driver’s seat, ee first at Max and then at Karl; 
they both looked dead serious. 


“Okay, first. Operation of this boat is similar to that of an airplane. 
_ We have a checklist right here to go through before starting the engine 
and another after the engine is running. You must remember, this engine 
was used in a P-51 Mustang and has been merely modified to propel this 
boat. When it was in the plane, the engine was cooled by liquid coolant, 
which in tum was cooled by the ram air into the scoop on the front of 
the plane. When we installed the engine in the boat we replaced the air 
with sea water passing through a heat exchanger operated by a pump. I 
must caution you, if the pump fails for any reason you must shut down 
the engine immediately.” 


“How long can the engine run without sea water?” Karl asked. 

“Depends on the RPM, maybe five minutes at dead slow.” 

“Then what?” Max asked. 

“Boom.” 

“How do you know if the pump is working?” 

“These two gauges, the temperature and sea water flow meter.” 
Charlie pointed. “We have a red line painted on the temperature gauge, 
don’t exceed it.” Charlie continued showing them all the controls, 
explaining how the boats handled. “Another important gauge to watch 
is the blower light. Because of the high octane fuel we use, there are two 
_ blowers mounted in the bilge. These must be tumed on all the time, 
especially prior to starting the engine.” 


“What if you don’t?” asked Max. 


“Tf there are any fumes from leaks and there is an electrical spark or 
open flame—boom.” 


“Sounds to me like there are a lot of booms.” 
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“Only if you are careless,” Charlie answered. “And since we are 
discussing safety, if we get into rough seas, it would be a good idea to 
slow the boats down so the hulls don’t take too much stress. The fuel 
tanks could rupture and that wouldn’t be good.” 

“Or boom.” Max laughed. 

“Big boom.” Charlie smiled. 

As Charlie showed them around the boat and the engine room he 
noticed an extra padlock on the hatch leading to the forward compart- 
ment. He gambled that was where the gold was stored. 


“Anything else we should know, Tipton?” Karl asked. 


“I think that’s enough; all they need now is fuel, the rest you'll learn 
from experience.” 


“Good, the fuel truck will be here shortly. As soon as you have them 
fueled, we’ll see if they float. Then if everything is alright, we’ll leave 
after midnight.” 

“T eave for where?” Charlie asked. 

“Provo, I want to be there at first light. You and Max will drive one 
boat and Chris and I will follow in the other.” Again, Karl smiled with 
contempt at Charlie. 

“What about checking the weather?” Charlie asked. 

“Maybe you hadn’t noticed, there is a full moon tonight and not a 
cloud in the sky. If we cruise slowly at forty knots, we should be there 
in three hours.” 


“How do we communicate? There are no radios on the boats.” 


“I foresaw that and have purchased hand-held transceivers with 
special frequencies so we will have absolute privacy.” 
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“I presume you have also obtained nautical charts for me to navigate 
with?” 


“Oh, yes, and to make sure we don’t run into any coral heads when 
we get there, I have one of my trusted employees standing by to guide 
us in when we arrive.” 


““We’ll need water and food, flares and life rafts too.” Charlie was 
serious about what they needed, but he was also needling Karl. 


“Mr. Tipton, I’m sure you are being cautious, but I have been too. 
Everything was stored aboard the other boat before you arrived today. 
Now, let’s go into the house and have a good meal and a little rest.” 


As Charlie followed Karl to the house, with Max bringing up the 


rear, he felt as if he was having a bad dream and he didn’t know what to 
do about it. 
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Ed Dolan, General Ken Canfield and Craig Golden sat on the 
afterdeck of the Gambler’s Lady. The yacht was docked at the Pier 66 
fuel dock in Fort Lauderdale. It had just taken on two thousand gallons 
of diesel, full tanks of fresh water, and a crew of four men and two 
women. 


The four men were all U.S. Navy SEALS trained in everything from 
firearms and explosives to counter-intelligence, navigation, and 
SCUBA. Plus, all were bi-lingual. One of the women was atrained Navy 
nurse, while the other was a radio specialist. 


The six young crew members were part of a “Special Task Alert 
Group” (STAG), originally organized by President Kennedy to infiltrate 
and investigate covert or subversive situations. With prior approval from 
the President, they had the authority to instigate decisive action, if 
necessary, without further Presidential or congressional authorization. 


The radio specialist, Connie, was their direct contact to the President. 
Fluent in four languages, she was one of ten female voices programmed 
to speak in code directly to the White House. A special computer 
unlocked her pre-formatted disk and would only receive messages from 
her voice alone. A designated official on the White House staff would 
then pass the information to the appropriate office for further action. 
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The team was most recently working together collecting information 
on drug activities in Panama, Colombia, and Mexico. Because of their 
current assignment, Canfield had been able to secure their services in an 
attempt to entrap Karl Hausemann as he completed a deal. 


Canfield was pulling out all stops for his old friend, Charlie Tipton. 
Charlie didn’t know about this operation and Canfield only hoped that 
Chris was as clean as Charlie said she was. Canfield’s main concern was 
whether Charlie could handle the people with whom he would come into 
contact: the world of cocaine trafficking was a long way from Charlie’s 
days of being a fighter pilot. 


Canfield seriously pondered his own involvement and its limitations. 
His first instinct was to take personal charge of the entire operation and 
be present on the Gambler’s Lady. But he knew he had to keep the 
personal issue out of it if he was to be able to help Charlie at all. And, 
of course, there were civilians involved. He turned to Craig. 


“Craig, I know you realize this mission means a lot to our country, 
not to mention Charlie Tipton. But it isn’t too late to back out if you want 
to. We can get someone to take your place.” General Canfield smiled at 
Craig, obviously waiting for an answer. 


“General, I wouldn’t miss this opportunity for all the money in the 
world. Hell, I would even pay for the fuel.” 


“No need to. Uncle Sam has already determined it will underwrite 
the whole operation. We have designated this ‘Operation Provo’. All 
transmissions to and from your ship will be in code and be identified as 
‘Operation Provo’. We will have you in constant radio contact by arelay 
from the U. S. Coast Guard cutter, Alabama. You will be within thirty 
minute air support from Guantanamo Marine Air Base, and they will be 
your radio back-up to the States. Everyone has been alerted and briefed.” 


“Ken, you always did go first class,” Ed laughed. “How come you 
left out the Army?” 


General Canfield stood and stretched his arms. 
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“Seriously, Ed, you know by now how important it is to breakup this 
ring. It was just lucky for us that the kingpin picked on ‘our Charlie’. 
Charlie has been briefed about Hausemann, but he doesn’t know about 
you or Craig getting in on this operation. I just hope you can get to Provo 
in time and that Hausemann doesn’t change his plans again. As we 
discussed, the message Ed received from the Turks Island airline pilot 
indicated a slight change in plans, but Charlie said he was going back to 
the Turks and Caicos from the Dominican Republic. I hope so.” 


“Does the Turks and Caicos government have to be notified or 
briefed?” Craig asked. 


“No, let’s leave them out of it. There’s only a handful of Islanders 
who can be trusted and we aren’t real sure about them. Just remember, 
they don’t have any respect or confidence in the British, they don’t trust 
each other, and the only thing they like about Americans is our dollar. 
No, you’ll have no help from them or anybody else for that matter. It’s 
all on us. Don’t get me wrong, there are many Turks Islanders I would 
rather be associated with than some Americans I know, but we can’t 
compromise them in this.” 


Their discussion was interrupted by the Chief Petty Officer. 


“Sir, backups are in place, arms and ammo stored below, fuel and 
water all aboard and cook says chow will be ready soon as we hit the 
open sea.” Looking closer at this young man, one could see a few freckles 
left from boyhood and his only wrinkles were those of concern for duty 
and discipline. 


“Thank you. Tell the Captain I’m leaving now and he can weigh 
anchor right away. By the way, gentlemen, we have briefed the personnel 
aboard that there will be no rank referred to, you’re all civilians, on a 
‘holiday’, so to speak.” General Canfield shook hands with everyone, 
then taking Ed’s hand last, said, “You’re in charge of this, Ed. If you 
need anything, give me a call.” He turned and backed down the ladder. 


“Thanks, I will,” Ed replied, then turned to Craig. “Well, let’s go 
save Charlie’s ass.” 
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“Okay. I’ll tell the crew cocktails on the bridge. If I’m supposed to 
have a girlfriend, she’d better get up here on the deck and act the part. 
It’s nice they brought along a pretty one for me.” Craig winked at Ed and 
they both headed for the bridge. 


The yacht cleared Port Everglades at dusk, one night before the full 
moon, headed for Nassau and fun and games, just as she had done a 
dozen times before. The only difference this time was that she was 
carrying ten million dollars in marked bills and enough firepower and 
explosives to invade a small country. 


To any of the casual observers watching from the decks of the cruise 
ships, the Gambler’s Lady was just an ostentatious display of wealth; 
two men and two women sat on the after deck, each being waited on 
hand and foot by just as many crew members. 
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Charlie was asleep on the back seat of the Seafire. He had been there 
since they had launched the boats, a long three hours. The boat he was 
in was rafted next to the other with fenders between them. The other boat 
was tied to the little dock adjoining the railway. 


Before he had fallen off to sleep, Charlie had noticed that the other 
boat was lower in the water by about three inches. He wished he could 
ask George what that computed to in weight. Surely the entire cargo must 
be on the one boat. He thought ahead, thinking how the Seafire would 
react to that much of a load. They had taken on two hundred gallons of 
gas apiece, so the only difference in the two boats was the cargo. Maybe 
that was why Karl was so adamant about fueling before the boats went 
into the water. Without knowing which boat had the gold on it, there was 
no way anyone could tell which cargo was where. Charlie tried to 
remember where the water had hit the waterline on the prototype but 
couldn’t recall. 


Charlie jumped when he felt a hand on his shoulder. He turned to 
find Chris. She kissed him tenderly on the mouth. 


“Good morning. We only have a minute. I'll be ready to run with 


you whenever you say, with or without the gold. Don’t forget.” She 
kissed him again and was gone over the side. 
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Charlie sat up. He could see Chris getting into the other boat with 
her suitcase. Karl and Max were just walking onto the dock, each 
carrying automatic weapons and the hand-held radios. Behind them 
came the old man carrying more boxes. Max climbed into the boat with 
Charlie and very carefully placed the automatic into the side pocket, next 
to the left hand seat. Then Max reached for the boxes the old man handed 
him and placed them on the back seat. Once he was satisfied with their 
storage, he sat down in his seat, as if he owned the boat. 


“T hope we have a good trip, Mr. Tipton.” He looked at Charlie as if 
to say, if it wasn’t a good trip, Charlie was in deep trouble. 


“Mr. Tipton.” 


Charlie turned to see Karl standing on the dock with a thirty-caliber 
rifle in one hand and an automatic pistol in the other. He had a gleam in 
his eyes that belied his excitement and anxiety. He was enjoying his 
moment of being in complete control of himself and the elements around 
him. 


“T have instructed Max in the use of the radio. So, if there is reason 
to talk to me, you may have Max do it. You will notice that we are 
adequately armed. Regardless, please remember that Chris will be at my 
side at all times, or, “So goes the goose, so goes the gander.” 


He paused to let that sink in; then, looking up to the sky, added, 
“Because the moonis full, it will be like daylight until about five o’clock, 
so there will be no need for lights. I will keep up with you. However, if 
you see me dropping behind for any reason, I shall expect you to slow 
up until I have signaled to go ahead. If we should encounter heavy seas 
or rough weather, I shall assume you will consider our cargo and adjust 
your speed accordingly. Are there any questions?” 


“No, just remember it will be easier for you to follow me than for 
me to adjust my speed for you.” Charlie looked up at the moon and stars 
and away to the north towards the Turks Islands. “It looks like a perfect 
night; we shouldn’t have any problems with weather,” he said in all 
honesty. 
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“Good, let’s go,” Karl said, jumping across to the front seat and 
motioning Chris to sit down. 


“Blowers on,” Charlie yelled as a warning just in case. He could hear 
the blowers through the ports of the other boat. He flipped the switch for 
the blowers on his boat, then waited until he heard the other engine start 
before he hit his starter. He cracked the throttle and hit the starter. The 
big engine turned slowly, then exploded into life. He checked the gauges; 
everything was okay. 


“Max, cast off that line,” Charlie ordered, pointing to the line which 
was holding them to the other boat. Max hesitated, then stood up and let 
go the line. Charlie had already secured the bow line So he could let it 
go with a flip of his wrist. 


Charlie started moving his boat away from Karl at idle, looking back 
to see that they were following. They were having trouble casting off 
their lines so Charlie turned in a circle giving them time. Finally, Charlie 
saw them pull away from the dock. He turned to a heading of 340 
degrees, deciding to hold the speed low for a few minutes so Karl could 
get the feel of the boat. Christ, he thought, this is insanity to think that 
guy can handle such a powerful boat. 


_ They had been moving slowly for about ten minutes when Charlie 
noticed Karl gaining speed. He looked back and saw Karl motioning for 
him to go faster. 


Okay, buster, Charlie muttered to himself, if you can handle it, we 
might as well find out now. Charlie gradually moved the throttle forward 
to 2,000 RPM. The Seafire jumped ahead, the bow rising in the air 
momentarily, then settling back into a slight nose-high plane. Charlie 
looked back. Karl was right behind him about fifty yards, a comfortable 
distance. He glanced at Max and almost laughed out loud. Max was 
holding on to the armrests with both hands and was staring straight ahead 
into the darkness. Charlie knew his knuckles were white. 


They were cruising comfortably at forty-five knots. Charlie looked 


back at the other boat to see how they were doing but couldn’t tell 
because of the distance. Charlie adjusted his power and let it settle at 
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forty knots. He looked back again and saw that Karl was staying right 
with him. They had left at two A.M.; he should see the South Caicos 
beacon about four-thirty, another two hours to go. 


Charlie reached over and nudged Max, who was sitting in the same 
tense position. “I’m going to need some relief shortly. Can you handle 
ite 


Max hesitated, then said, “I will try, but I prefer not to.” 


“Max, I’m going to need to sleep for a bit, why don’t you get some 
practice before I do." 


“All right, but not from the start, keep the throttle where it is.” 


Charlie understood now. Max was afraid of the bow rising in the air 
when they started accelerating. Charlie motioned for Max to take over. 
Max took the controls for a few minutes, then turned them back over to 
Charlie with a nod of his head. Charlie smiled at him like a co-con- 
spirator. | 


“That was fine; I’ll let you know when I’m ready to sleep.” 


The night air was cool, but still balmy for November. Charlie looked 
up at the sky for the hundredth time and tried to remember when he had 
seen so many stars. It reminded him of Arizona and night flying in cadets. 
The smell of the engine and the high octane gas had that special odor 
that was different from anything else. He could smell it now, not the 
dangerous smell of leaking gas, but the smell of exhaust, fuel, leather, 
hot metal, and fiberglass all mixed together. It was heady, like perfume 
to Charlie. His thoughts flashed back to his first solo, a night cross- 
country in a P51. There was the same smell, the same sky, a full moon 
and a million stars. He was at his last check point, just over the southern 
California border. 
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“Williams Control, this is Air Force 383, Lieutenant Tipton, over 
Gila Bend at fifteen thousand, taking new heading for base eight-zero 
degrees.” 


“Roger, 383, this is Williams, continue on course, call approach 
control over Phoenix.” 


“This is 383, Roger.” Charlie checked his compass and looked 
straight ahead to the horizon. He could just make out the glow in the sky 
from the lights in Phoenix. This was a snap, he could settle back now 
and enjoy the rest of the flight. He checked the gauges again—altimeter, 
compass, manifold pressure, RPM, oil pressure—ALARM! Charlie 
leaned forward as far as his harness would allow; there was no oil 
pressure and the temperature was over the red line. What the hell was 
wrong? Then he smelled a new odor—antifreeze. Jesus, he had lost his 
coolant. Don’t panic, he thought, call base. 


“Williams Tower, this is Air Force 383, over.” 
“Roger, 383, this is Williams, over.” 


“This is 383, I think I’ve lost my coolant, my temp is past the red 
line and I’m losing manifold pressure, over.” 


“Roger, 383. What is your position now? Over.” 


What a stupid question, Charlie thought. He had just told them he 
was over Gila Bend turning east to a new heading. 


“Williams, this is 383. I’m about three minutes from where I was the 
last time I told you. Over.” Charlie’s voice was tinged with anxiety. 


“Don’t panic, 383. Stand by.” 


Charlie knew he had better start thinking for himself. He tried to 
remember what the pilot manual said, what were his conditions of flight? 
He checked his gauges: gear up, canopy closed, trim, reduce manifold 
pressure, trim. What he had to do was extend his glide, trim, take the 
pressure off, relax, look for a place to land or bail out. Screw bailing out, 
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he’d go for the highway up ahead. He could see car lights, he knew the 
wind was out of the east; he’d just set it down on the highway and wait 
for a ride. 


“Air Force 383, this is Williams Control, over.” 

“Roger, Williams, this is 383, over.” 

“383, are you declaring an emergency? Over.” 

Charlie thought for a moment. If he declared an emergency he might 
lose control to some guy he didn’t trust. If he didn’t declare the emer- 
gency and screwed up, he was in double trouble. 

A new voice blared over the radio. “383, this is Major Canfield in 
Phoenix Patrol, over.” Major Canfield was the best instructor Charlie 
had ever flown with. He knew more than anybody in OPS as far as 
Charlie was concerned. 


“Roger, Patrol, this is 383, over.” 


“Tipton, can you see a big black spot on the desert, off to your right 
about five miles? Over.” 


Charlie looked out the canopy and rolled the plane slightly off course 
to get a better look. Yeah, there was a big black spot, an auxiliary field, 
a square mile of asphalt in the middle of nowhere. 

“Roger, Patrol, have auxiliary field in sight, over.” 

“Think you can make it? Over.” 

“No sweat, sir, I’m headed there now, over.” 

Charlie headed for the patch of asphalt. It was going to. be close. He 
would have to extend his glide as far as possible, lowering his landing 
gear at the last moment. He checked his gauges. The temperature was 


past the red line. He had to shut down. He calculated his distance again 
to the field; everything looked different at night and there were no lights 
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to line up. If he shut down too soon he would undershoot the field. He 
throttled back, maybe she would run thirty more seconds. He checked 
his altimeter, five thousand feet. He was probably four thousand above 
the surface. He could smell the heat from the engine now. He had to do 
it. He pulled the throttle and mixture all the way back at the same time, 
then reached down and closed the fuel off to the engine, then the 
magnetos off. He remembered the book said to open the canopy. Well, 
he thought, I don’t want all that drag just yet; I’ll open the canopy when 
I lower the gear. 


“Air Force 383, this is Williams Control, over.” 


“This is 383 on final.” Charlie wondered if the tower operator knew 
at which airfield he would be attempting a landing. He was just passing 
through fifteen hundred feet. 


Charlie was busy watching his airspeed now and trying to gauge the 
edge of the field. All of a sudden he remembered his landing lights; he 
flipped the switch. Oh, those beautiful lights. They were already il- 
luminating the field. He could see now that he might even have some 
room to spare. He lowered the gear and flaps and finally opened the 
canopy. The cool desert air hit him and mixed with the fumes of the 
cockpit. He was going to be okay. He was over the fence, in a three point 
attitude, no forward vision. Hope there aren’t any cows standing in the 
way, Charlie thought. 


“Field looks clear, Tipton, set her down, gear down.” 


Charlie looked up to see another Mustang flying overhead with his 
landing lights on the field ahead of him. 


He touched down, alittle hard, but three points. He continued rolling 
until he finally stopped, almost five hundred feet from the edge of the 
field. He looked up and watched the Mustang fly by. 


“Well done, Tipton. Stay with the plane until they come after you,” 
Canfield instructed. | 
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Charlie smiled, started shaking uncontrollably, then laughed and 
shook some more. 


It was an hour before they picked him up in a staff car, but he enjoyed 
the wait. The sky was the most beautiful he had ever seen. There were 
a million stars and not acloud to be seen. He thought there was no place 
in the world as beautiful as an Arizona night. 


The next morning he was chewed out by Flying Safety for not filling 
out the Form One properly. He had made it look as if it was all the fault 
of maintenance and there was no room for pilot error. Charlie was 
grinning ear-to-ear as he walked into Base Ops to check his flight 
schedule for the day. The schedule said, “Lt. Tipton — Solo Night Cross 
Country — Makeup.” 


Charlie’s eyes felt like two lead weights. The salt air, three sleepless 
nights in a row, and anxiety were all working against him. He yelled at 
Max. 


“Take over, Max. I can’t keep my eyes open anymore.” 


Max looked at Charlie, then slid over under the wheel taking hold 
of it with both hands. He nodded confidently. 


“T’ll be right here next to you if you need me,” Charlie assured him. 
Then he put his head back and fell fast asleep. Max was on his own and 
Charlie didn’t care. He slept for almost two hours and was abruptly 
awakened by Max yelling at him. 


“T have to talk to Karl on the radio, you steer now.” 


Charlie was instantly awake. He grabbed the wheel and slid over 
into the driver’s seat, glancing at the gauges. Everything looked okay, 
although the fuel was getting low. He looked back at the other boat, 
trailing about one hundred feet behind. Karl was talking to Max on the 
radio. 
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Max leaned over to Charlie and said, “Karl wants to know where we 


are 


“T’ll have to look at the chart and figure it out. Here, take the wheel 
again.”’ Charlie now knew that Karl couldn’t navigate. Bet it upsets him 
to have to ask me where we are, Charlie thought. Charlie ducked down 
out of the wind and turned on the cockpit light over the charts. Christ, 
they’d come further than he thought. He stood up and looked ahead and 
to both sides — nothing. The South Caicos beacon wasn’t visible, it was 
almost pitch dark now because the moon was down and there were only 
a few stars left in the sky. 


“Tell Karl we have to slow down until daylight. There are some small 
cays ahead I don’t want to run into.” 


Max relayed the message to Karl on the radio. There was a short 
pause, then Max yelled down to Charlie, “Karl says okay, but he doesn’t 
understand why you can’t go around them. You should know where they 
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are. 
“Tell him he didn’t order radar, so we didn’t install it.” 


Charlie began to throttle back. He knew Frenchman’s Cay was the 
last checkpoint he had for a bearing to Provo. If he missed it they would 
run out of fuel in the middle of the ocean before they saw land again. He 
looked back and could see Chris clearly as they came closer to the other 
boat. She waved and Charlie thought she was probably relieved to be 
going slow for a change. 


Charlie looked all around again and checked his charts to make sure 
they hadn’t overshot Frenchman’s Cay. He computed they should see it 
at any moment, they were that close. 

The ocean swells were long and gentle. It was about thirty minutes 
to daybreak and Charlie could see the sky starting to get light to the east. 


Karl’s voice blared from the radio that Max held to his ear. 


“There—off to the right,” Max relayed, pointing. 
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Charlie could see it, too, a small, dark hump in the ocean about twice 
the size of a football stadium. 


“Tell Karl I’m heading straight north now but I’m going to keep the 
speed down until we can see where we’re going.” Charlie adjusted the 
throttle until they were just above an idle. He looked back. The other 
boat was a little behind to the right. Charlie wished he could change 
places with Karl, he knew Chris must be worn out and possibly a little 
sick. 


“Max, ask Karl how Chris is holding up.” Charlie couldn’t see her 
now because of the light and the position of the boats. 


Max hesitated, looking at Charlie, then decided there was nothing 
wrong with asking. He relayed the question and then an answer. “Karl 


says she is all right and he wants to know our estimated time to Provo.” 


Charlie looked at his watch, thinking he ought to give Karl a snappy 


answer. Provo would be visible as soon as it was light. Looking ahead | 


Charlie thought he could just see the outline of the high hills in the center 
of the island. He checked his fathometer; it registered fifteen feet. They 
were over the flats on the south side of Provo with fifteen miles to go. It 
was getting lighter every minute. He could see the outline of Karl and 
Chris in the other boat and he noticed Max was staring at the other boat 
as if he had never seen it before. Chris raised up in the cockpit and looked 
around, then she waved at Charlie and Charlie waved back. Max tumed 
to Charlie, waiting to hear when they would arrive in Provo. 


“Tell Karl he can see it if he looks straight ahead. We’ll make land 
in fifteen minutes at this speed. Ask him how much fuel he has left.” 


Max looked over the windshield to see if Provo was really there, 
then called Karl on the radio. 


“Karl says he has plenty of fuel; now head for the cut between Provo 
and Water Cay,” Max relayed. 
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Charlie checked his chart. He realized that was the cut where Peter 
Jones had taken him fishing. He turned the boat a few degrees to the east, 
estimating they should see the cut soon. 


As they approached the cut a small speedboat appeared from 
nowhere. Peter Jones was driving, smiling and waving at Karl. 


“Karl says to follow the guide, he knows where to go.” 


Charlie remembered the hidden lagoon and figured that was where 
they were heading. They followed Peter for about ten minutes. Then, 
suddenly, he turned right and his boat disappeared into a thick mangrove. 
Charlie was right behind him. He looked behind at the other boat and 
saw that Karl was about fifty feet back, turning too short. Charlie waved 
and yelled, but to no avail. An ugly coral head was just below the surface 
in front of Karl’s boat and he was going to hit it. 


Karl couldn’t figure out what Charlie was so excited about; even 
Max was waving. Then Karl’s boat hit. The boat lurched to one side and 
up slightly. 


Charlie backed down on his throttle and turned hard to the left. “Tell 
him to put it in neutral, Max; quick!” 


Max yelled at Karl to put it in neutral, forgetting the radio in his hand. 
Fortunately, Karl had the presence of mind to do it anyway and the boat 
drifted to a stop just behind Charlie’s boat. 


“Shut the engine down. We’ll tow it in,” Charlie ordered. “Throw 
me a line.” 


Karl was following Charlie’s instructions as Peter Jones pulled up. 
Karl busily explained to Peter what had happened as he was making a 
line fast to the other Seafire. Of course, it was everyone’s fault but Karl’s. 


Charlie ignored Karl. “We’ll beach it until we know what the damage 
is,’ Charlie said as he slowly towed them through the narrow pass into 
the lagoon. “It looks as if the tide is still out so there shouldn’t be a 
problem floating her again.” 
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Karl nodded and steered for the beach after Charlie let go the line. 
Charlie cut his engine and headed for the beach as well. He was standing 
on the bow with the anchor when the boat slid up on the sand. He jumped 
onto the beach and dug in the anchor. They had made it. 
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Peter Jones took a deep breath and disappeared under the damaged 
boat. Within two minutes he popped back out of the water to report that 
the prop was bent. Otherwise, the hull of the boat looked all right. Karl 
was furious. His whole scheme was in jeopardy without two operating 
boats. He paced back and forth on the beach, seething. 


Chris was sitting under a palm tree in the shade and Charlie was 
stretched out on the deck of the boat he had driven. Max was leaning 
against the bow of the beached boat. 


“Tipton, you should have cautioned me sooner, you were too far 
ahead, this is all your doing,” Karl shouted, losing his cool. 


Charlie’s eyes were glazed over with complete indifference; he knew 
Karl was just looking for a scapegoat and couldn’t find one. If he knew 
anything about these waters he wouldn’t have come in here at low tide 
with a loaded boat in the first place. Karl may be smart or sharp about 
some things, but he sure had the shorts about operating boats in foreign 
waters. Charlie was more amused than anything. He looked over at Chris 
and decided he would thumb his nose at Karl. He jumped off the boat 
into two feet of water and started walking toward Chris, ignoring Karl. 


“How do you feel now, Chris? The ground stopped moving yet?” 
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“Oh, yes, I feel a lot better. I think I could stand something to eat.” 


Karl walked over to Chris and Charlie. “Tipton, enough chit-chat. 
We have something a little more important to concern us right now.” 


“I’l] rustle up some breakfast for us. Would you like Eggs Benedict 
or waffles?” Charlie asked, grinning at Chris and still ignoring Karl. 


“Could I bother you for a moment, Mr. Tipton?” Karl said through 
his teeth. 


“Sure, soon as I fix some breakfast. We’re hungry enough to swim 
over to Provo for it,” Charlie replied. 


Karl knew that Charlie was the key right now to making the plan 
work. Charlie was the only one who could do anything about the boat, 
he was also the only one going to clear Customs and create a diversion 
for the next few days. 


“You're right, of course,” Karl said, changing his tune. “Let’s have 
something to eat, then we can solve our problems. Max, get the boxes 
out of the boats. Peter, unload your boat, too.” 


Peter had brought along a table and folding chairs, two large jugs of 
fresh water, a grille and a bag of charcoal. Charlie and Chris opened two 
boxes and discovered all the food they would want for several days. 
Between the two of them, they had breakfast prepared in no time and all 
five of them sat down, tired and hungry. They ate in silence, enjoying 
the scenery, the food, the weather, and for Chris and Charlie, each other. 


“Mr. Tipton, I have decided that you must go ahead and clear in 
Customs with the good boat today. Peter assures me that he can remove 
the prop in time for it to be flown out. He can do that while you’re in 
Provo.” 


“Small detail, Mr. Hausemann. How do I clear in Customs without 
any paperwork?” 
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“I have the necessary papers in my briefcase.” He got up and went 
to the boat. In five minutes he returned with a package, which he handed 
to Charlie. 


“Here are documents clearing out of the D. R. and one thousand 
dollars with which to purchase fuel and oil. As soon as you have cleared 
in and refueled, you will ask if Peter Jones is around to take you fishing. 
Naturally, he won’t be since he’s here. You buy some ice and bait and 
let somebody know you’re going to fish with a guide. The boat is going 
to attract a lot of attention, so be on your guard. Also, I want you to rent 
a dock at the Marina for one month. I want the locals to think you are 
going to stay awhile. Make sure you have it stamped in your passport as 
well.” | 


“Do I go alone?” 


“Of course. I can take care of Chris while you’re gone. If I need any 
help, there’s Max.” 


Charlie finished his coffee and got up. “When do you want me back 
here?” 


“Take your time, fish for awhile outside the reef, then, in the middle 
of the afternoon head for here. One very important thing, do not, I repeat, 
do not come to this lagoon if you see any boat in the vicinity. It is most 
important that we maintain the security of this place. As far as anyone 
else is concerned, you are alone, you are here to fish, you like fast boats, 
and that is all.” | 


Charlie turned on the blower, looked over at Chris and started the 
engine. Maybe he would be able to get her alone tonight, he thought. He 
needed to talk to her as soon as possible. Then Charlie nosed the boat 
through the dense mangroves and out into the channel, looking at the 
chart and then the crude drawing Peter had given him. 


Once he turned the boat toward the marina, it only took him ten 
minutes running at half speed to get there and he realized how deceptive 
distances were in relation to the faster boat. It had taken almost thirty 
minutes when he was with Peter in his boat the day they had gone fishing. 
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He pulled up slowly to the dock. It was almost high tide now and the 
boat seemed much larger than usual as it got closer to the dock. Also, 
the waterline was higher after burning close to a ton of fuel on the trip 
from Puerto Plata. A native ran down to the dock and waited for Charlie 
to throw him a line. He had just put the fenders over the side and tied 
two spring lines to the dock when Customs appeared. Right behind 
Customs was the police wagon. They approached the boat in a group; 
three natives, all in uniform all carrying briefcases, looking as if they 
were about to have Christmas turkey. 


“Name’s Tipton, welcome aboard,” Charlie said with his best smile. 


The three officials climbed into the cockpit, each with hard leather 
heels on. The first man on board was the first to speak. “Do you have 
anything to declare?” 


“No.” Charlie thought the man looked hurt or disbelieving, he wasn’t 
sure. The three men looked around the cockpit. 


“Where is the cargo hold?” 
“Right there in front of the engine hatch,” Charlie said, pointing. 


They couldn’t wait to get there, it was like the beginning of ahundred 
yard dash. Each knew he would find his retirement and pension plans 
neatly stored in some hidden compartment. After ten minutes of search- 
ing, they looked as if Charlie had intentionally cheated them in some 
manner. One continued searching. 


“I found it, a secret compartment,” he shouted with glee. The other 
three kept their eyes on Charlie to make sure he wouldn’t disappear as 
the man who had discovered the compartment slowly opened it. But the 
compartment was empty. Finally, they all returned to the cockpit, un- 
believably dejected. Charlie had done them in. Then the questions 
started. 


“‘Wha’ are yuh doing here?” 


“Refueling.” 
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“Den wha’?” 

“Going fishing.” 

“Fishin’ for wha’” 

“Fish.” 

“Is yuh being smart wit me?” 

“No.” 

“How long yuh goin’ a stay?” 

“Thirty days.” 

Charlie knew this game was going to end soon so he tried to hold 
his tongue. He felt that because they had struck out with any physical 
evidence, in their childish ways they were trying for circumstantial 
evidence to make another mundane day in paradise something it wasn’t. 
The boat had them bugged; it reeked of everything but innocent recrea- 
tion. The officer took one last look around, glanced at each of the other 
officers, then stamped all the papers and Charlie’s passport very official- 
ly before stepping off the boat. 

The policeman turned to Charlie and smiled. His voice was soft, the 
words that came out were those of a ten-year old. “We goin’ to be lookin’ 


at yuh, so yuh tek care.” 


“Thanks, fellas, come back anytime. By the way, where can I find 
Peter Jones? I want to do some bonefishing today.” 


The men shrugged and walked off down the dock. Louis, the gas 
boy, shuffled up to the boat. 


““Wan’ some gas?” 


“Hi, Louis. I need gas but it has to be aviation hundred octane.” 
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“Only place to get dat is at de airport.” 


“Well, we can’t take the boat there, so, guess we’ll have to bring the 
gas here. Think you can arrange it?” 


“Ah call de man and let yuh know. It might tek awhile.” 


“Well, I’ll go up to the hotel and wait for you there. Okay to leave 
the boat here at the fuel dock?” 


“Sure, If somebody wan fuel, ah come fetch yuh.” 


Charlie pulled the keys out of the ignition, grabbed his overnight 
case and headed up the hill to the hotel. The same pretty girl was at the 
desk when he walked into the lobby. 


“T’m back,” Charlie said, smiling at her. 


She smiled and stood up. “Your room is all ready for you, Mr. Tipton. 
You have to register again, though.” 


After signing the registration book, Charlie went right to his room; 
he was worn out. After a little nap he would be like new again. He was 
fast asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow. 


Charlie had been asleep about an hour when he was awakened by a 
knock on the door. He was still dressed as he walked across the room, 
he didn’t remember lying down. He opened the door and there stood one 
of the policemen who had searched the boat with Customs. 


“Mr. Tipton, ah couldn’t say anythin’ this mornin’, but ah just wanted 
yuh to know if ah can help yuh anyway, like yuh know, man like dispose 
of anythin’, yuh know. Ah would be happy to help.” 


Charlie knew exactly what the jerk was trying to say but wasn’t about 
to help him say it. “No, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 


“Yuh know, when yuh mek a connection, ah can help yuh.” 
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“Man, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Only connection I’m 
going to make is with Louis about some gas for the boat.” 


“Okay, ah understand, jes keep me in mind and we’ll get tings sorted 
out jes fine.” He smiled and walked away. 


Charlie shook his head and looked at his watch: he still had an hour 
until lunch in which to get some more sleep. Less than half an hour later 


he was awakened once again by a knock at his door. This time it was 
Louis from the marina. » 3 


“Ah can have a gas truck here tomorrow mornin’ for two dollars a 
gallon or ah can have one in ’bout an hour for two-fifty a gallon.” He 
grinned at Charlie with half-closed eyes as if Charlie were dirt. 

“T’ll take the fuel now, Louis.” 

Louis looked surprised. “How many gallons?” 

“Two hundred.” Charlie wondered if it was the man that sold the gas 
or Louis that was playing games. Well, he could play that game, too. 
“How soon will the truck be here?” 


“In *bout an hour.” 


“Good. Ill go to the dining room and eat lunch. When I see the truck 
pull up, I'll come down to the boat.” 


Charlie decided to take a shower first to get some of the salt spray 
off. No sooner had he stepped into the shower than there was another 
knock at his door. This time it was a Caucasian whom Charlie had never 
seen before. 


“Hello, name’s Walton,” he said, extending his hand. 


Charlie held a towel wrapped around his waist with one hand and 
shook the man’s hand with the other. 


“What can I do for you, Mr. Walton?” 
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“Just wanted you to know how impressed I am with the Seafire.” 
“Thank you,” Charlie said, wondering what the man really wanted. 


“I’d also like you to know that I’d be very happy to help you move 
any cargo to or from the island. I'll be at your disposal.” 


“Thank you,” Charlie said, finally realizing what the man was after. 


“You can get in touch with me through Louis, the gas boy at the 
marina,” Walton said before turning to leave. 


Charlie shook his head as he closed the door and headed back for his 
hot shower. Everyone is trying to get into the act, he thought. 


Walking through the lobby of the hotel Charlie spotted a telephone 
on a table. On a hunch he walked over and picked it up, got a dial tone 
and dialed the operator. Charlie placed a person-to-person collect call to 
Tim or Ed at the factory. Shortly, he could hear one of the girls answer 
then transfer the call to Tim who accepted the call. 


“Charlie, is that you?” 


“Tt’?s me. I’m on Provo at the Turtle Cove Inn. Tim, I don’t know how 
long I can talk, I have to be careful and quick. Are there any important 
messages for me?” 


“Yes. I’m supposed to give this to you word-for-word. “General 
Canfield wants to talk to you personally, plus Ed and Craig have gone 
fishing for a few weeks with some friends of Ken’s.’ Does that make 
sense to you?” 


Charlie thought for a moment and then figured it out. Ed and Craig 
were involved with this mess now and Ken was calling the shots. He 
didn’t know whether to be elated or cry. Well, it was beyond his control 
now. “How are things at the plant?” Charlie asked. 


“Great, Charlie. We have two new firm orders for the sailboat and I 
think we have one coming in for another Seafire. Bob Cohen is having 
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problems getting the SEC satisfied, though. Thinks someone may be 
sitting on it for some reason. He says he never expected some of the 
problems he’s having. Right now we can handle it, but we’re going to 
have to do some real fancy financing if our stock isn’t trading soon. 


“Tim, just hang in there and don’t let anything interfere with sales 
or production. We have half the battle won as long as we have those two 
ingredients. I should be back next week and we’ll sort things out, I’m 
Sune} 


“You okay?” Tim asked with concern. 


“I’m fine. I’m on one of the Seafires making a delivery. By the way, 
it handles like a dream. That’s all can tell you for now. I’ll keep in touch. 
Give my regards to everyone.” Charlie hung up hoping Tim got his 
meaning to give his regards to everyone, meaning Ken and Ed. | 


Charlie sat down in the dining room at a table overlooking the 
marina. He noticed a huge yacht coming through the channel toward the 
marina. It sure looked familiar. Charlie knew he had seen it someplace 
before. My God, Charlie thought, it’s the Gambler’s Lady. He was 
positive. Charlie got up, telling the waiter he would be back later, then 
hurried down the path to the dock. Louis was on his way up. 


“Ah was jus comin’ for yuh, Mister Tipton. There’s a boat comin’ in 
fah fuel, yuh have to move yuh boat out of de way. If yuh put it down 
close to de road, de truck can give yuh gas dere.” 


“Okay, Louis, if you’ll handle my lines, I’ll move it right now.” 


Charlie jumped aboard the Seafire and started her up as Louis threw 
off the lines. He backed the boat away from the dock, then placed the 
gear into forward and slowly idled toward the dock Louis had told him 

about. He would pass the Gambler's Lady on the way, coming as close 
_as possible in hopes of seeing someone he knew. As he came abreast of 
the bow, a familiar head showed out the door to the bridge. 


“Play dumb, we’ll be in touch,” yelled Ed Dolan. He waved before 
ducking back through the door. 
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Charlie continued on, noticing the extra crew on the Lady as he went 
by. He tied up at the dock Louis had pointed out and waited. He didn’t 
want to miss the fuel truck, nor did he want to be conspicuous around 
the Lady. He would do a little nosing around on the Seafire while he 
waited. This was the first chance he had to be alone with the Seafire and 
he wanted to see what had been done to the cargo hold. 


Charlie opened the hatch and crawled into the hold where the 
Customs officers and police had been. He immediately saw what they 
had been so excited about. There was a panel lying on the floor which 
had been removed from the bulkhead. It had covered another compart- 
ment which ran forward almost ten feet into the bow and chain locker. 
When the panel was in place it appeared to be the front bulkhead with 
no opening at all. Maybe this was part of the diversion Karl was planning. 
Also, this was surely where the gold was hidden on the other Seafire. He 
put the panel back in place and went back on deck. He opened another 
hatch and took out a water hose. He might as well pretend to be a 
fisherman and wash down the boat. 


The fuel truck arrived and fueled the Seafire while Charlie cleaned 
the boat. When the driver was finished he walked up to Charlie who was 
sitting on the deck. 


“Yuh goin’ to be needin’ moe fuel?” 


‘Not at these prices. I was going to stay a month and do some fishing, 
but guess I’ll move along. I don’t like being ripped off.” 


‘Wha’ yuh mean, ripped off?” the driver asked indignantly. 


“T paid a dollar a gallon last time I bought av gas. Where do you get 
off charging two-fifty?” 


“It’s not two-fifty, it’s two. Man, yuh jes misunderstand.” 
Charlie didn’t misunderstand. He knew they were trying to hustle 
him, but they didn’t want him to pull out either. Charlie handed the driver 


four one-hundred dollar bills and said, “No problem, guess I heard 
wrong. I didn’t want to leave either.” 
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_ Charlie shook the driver’s hand and started off for lunch at the hotel. 
So far the natives on Provo were all running true to form: children 
playing a game that was so far out of their grasp it was pitiful. He was 
reminded of the story—“they sowed their wild oats all week long, then 
went to church on Sunday and prayed for a crop failure.” He hoped, for 
the sake of the Turks & Caicos Islands, that the Islanders he had met so 
far were the exception. 
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On his first visit to the Turks & Caicos Islands, Karl leased a house 
on North Caicos, an island twenty miles to the east of Provo. Although 
the natives on North Caicos were still Turks Islanders, they were better 
educated, more religious, more skillful and, most of all, easier going and 
industrious compared to the Islanders on Provo. North Caicos was a 
larger island but not as developed as Provo. There were three settlements, 
five to ten miles apart, one small hotel on the north shore and a landing 
strip in the center of the island. Otherwise, there was no sign of progress 
on the island. Just a sleepy fishing and farming community in the sun. 


Karl had arranged for a cottage on a remote area of the beach, about 
two miles down the coast from the hotel and any other form of civiliza- 
tion. The house was owned by a realtor from Florida who only used it 
for a few weeks in January. For the rest of the year, it was Karl’s. 


That afternoon, right after Charlie left for Provo, Karl and Peter took 
Chris to the cottage on North Caicos. Because she was taken by boat, 
along a deserted coast, she naturally assumed it was the only house on 
the island and they were the only inhabitants. Karl wanted her out of the 
way until he was through with Charlie. 


Karl walked through the house with Chris while Peter unloaded the 
boxes of food, drinking water and other supplies. 
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“If you would like to take a bath there is plenty of water in the cistern 
and you'll find candles packed with the supplies. Unfortunately, this 
quaint little home does not have electricity.” 


“When are you coming back?” Chris asked. “What about Charlie?” 


Karl stroked her hair and said, “Don’t worry, we'll both be back this 
evening sometime.” Chris pulled back as if burned. His touch repulsed 
her. 


After Karl and Peter had left, Chris busied herself settling into the 
small cottage. She unpacked the food and cleaned the kitchen, dusted 
and changed the sheets on the beds. When she was through she went out 
to the ocean for a swim in the turquoise waters in front of the cottage. 
The cool, salty water seemed to wash her worries away and she was able 
to relax for the first time in days. Soon, she was asleep under the shade 
of a little tiki hut on the beach. 


Karl and Peter arrived back at the lagoon shortly before noon and 
Karl decided he would go on to Provo. He had to use the telephone and 
he also didn’t trust Charlie. 


He knew if his presence was felt by Charlie he would be less likely 
to foul things up. Max was content to stay with the boat so they loaded 
the prop into Peter’s skiff and Karl and Peter headed for Provo. Things 
weren’t going as planned, but Karl felt confident he could handle 
everything all right. 


On Provo, Karl left Peter with the chore of shipping the prop to 
Florida on a charter flight while he walked up to the hotel to use the 
telephone, eat lunch and find Charlie. He walked into the hotel’s res- 
taurant just as Charlie was sitting down to order lunch. Karl decided to 
telephone later and join Charlie. 


Another man and a young woman walked into the dining room right 


behind Karl and sat down two tables away. At still another table was 
another couple, obviously honeymooners. 
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“The place is jumping,” Charlie said to Karl. “Last time I was here 
I was the only one in the hotel.” He was making an effort to be civil to 
Karl, if for no other reason, than to act indifferent to the man sitting with 
the attractive woman a couple tables away. It was Craig Golden. Charlie 
knew he was going to have to play dumb and let Craig make the first 
move. 


Charlie and Karl had just finished ordering when Peter walked into 
the dining room. He was all smiles as he sat down at the table with them. 


“De prop is on its’ way but yuh goin’ to have to call somebody in the 
States to pick it up.” Peter was feeling very important as he addressed 
Karl. He hadn’t been invited to sit with them but Peter didn’t know any 
better. He didn’t understand why Karl’s face was turning red. 

“Peter, we’re eating lunch now. I really don’t want to discuss our 
problems here. Why don’t you come back in an hour,” Karl barked under 
his breath. 

“Okay wit me, ah wasn’t hungry noway,” Peter smiled. He stood up 
and sauntered out of the dining room, patting the waitress on the rear as 
he went by. Peter was undoubtedly a free spirit, living for the moment 
and nothing more. 

“You fellas with that Formula at the dock?” 


Karl swung around in his chair as if he had been shot. 


Charlie answered, “I’m delivering it for a friend, we pulled in here 
for fuel.” 


“Boy, it sure looks fast,” Craig replied. 


“It'll do forty,” Karl lied, then turned around, thinking it would stop 
any more questions from the stranger. 


“Looks like it would do a hundred,” Craig laughed. 


“You folks with that big cruiser?” Chariie asked. 
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“Yeah, we pulled in for fuel too.” 
“Where you headed?” 


“Back to the States. We’ve been island hopping for three months and 
it’s starting to get boring.” Craig got up and walked over to Charlie’s 
table. “You fellas don’t mind if I join you for a minute?” He asked, 
pulling up a chair. 


Charlie wanted to kiss Craig he was so glad to see him. He just didn’t 
understand what he was doing here. Karl was beside himself over this 
stranger inviting himself to sit down and asking all these questions. 


“My name’s Warren Bernstein. That’s my little boat there at the fuel 
dock. I’m from Texas and my little honey there is from New York. We’re 
just not getting it together. What I was wondering is would one of you 
fellas know where I might make a connection for some grass? I hear it’s 
pretty loose around here, but I don’t know anyone and thought, with that 
kind of boat, you just might know where I could make a connection.” 


Karl didn’t say a word. 


Charlie decided to at least answer him. “We just got in ourselves, 
sorry,” he said, busying himself putting sugar in his iced tea. “Why don’t 
you ask a native? They would know better than us,” Charlie suggested. 


“Yeah, guess I’ll have to shop around,” Craig said. Suddenly, he 
broke into a wide Texas grin. “Say, why don’t you have dinner with us 
tonight? We can’t leave until high tide tomorrow anyway and I think it 
would be fun for my little honey to have some company for a change. 
Maybe we could take a look at that speed boat of yours for a trade. What 
do you say?” 


“T’m sorry, Mr. Bernstein, but we’re going bonefishing this afternoon 
and we have plans for dinner already. Thank you anyway,” Karl said, 
turning back to his meal. It was obvious Craig was starting to aggravate 
Karl. 
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Craig stood up, “Well, if you change your mind, just holler. Nice 
talking to you.” 


Charlie watched Craig return to his table where the young girl was 
waiting for him. Charlie thought the girl was attractive enough, but 
something about her made Charlie think she wasn’t Craig’s type. Some- 
thing was out of place. 


“I have to use the phone, then we’ll return to Max. Is the boat 
refueled?” Karl asked. 


“Yes, but I only got two hundred gallons.” Charlie reached into his 
pocket and handed Karl the other four hundred dollars he hadn’t used. 


“Well, I know your price is more than four hundred dollars now,” 
Karl joked as he stood up and walked into the lobby to use the telephone. 


Charlie followed him, telling the girl at the desk to put the bill on his 
room account. He risked a wink at Craig as he walked out the door, 
wondering how they were going to make contact now. He was sitting on 
a porch swing, waiting for Karl to finish using the ee when Craig 
and the girl left the restaurant. 


“See you later, fella,” Craig said. Charlie watched them walk arm- 
in-arm down the path to the dock. 


Another ten minutes went by before Karl came out of the hotel. He 
had a serious look on his face and was obviously upset about his 
telephone call. “We’re going to be delayed for a few days. Let’s find 
Peter and get back to Max. Being stuck in this Godforsaken place any 
longer than necessary is the last thing I wanted to have happen.” 


Charlie followed Karl down to the dock where they found Peter 
talking to Louis, the gas attendant. They were both admiring the Lady. 


“Bet de here to mek a big purchase,” Louis said. 


“What makes you think so?” Charlie asked. 
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“Cause when ah went aboard to kolect for de diesel, de pulled out 
sree tousand dollars from a suitcase full of hunderds. Der musse been a 
million dollars in dat suitcase. And another ting, dey got so many guns 
on board, Customs didn’t want to even bother writing down de num- 
bers.” Louis was proud of his information. Suddenly the center of 
attention, his importance overflowed. 


Ignoring the information that Louis thought was so important, Karl 
said, “Come, Peter, we have work to do.” Karl started toward the other 
end of the dock where the Seafire and Peter’s skiff were tied. In Karl’s 
greedy mind the wheels were turning. 

The telephone call had informed him that he had just been put off 
by his buyer, so he was not adverse to finding another to fill the gap. His 
cargo was So big, he was going to unload it in several places anyway. A 
million dollars would cover his expenses, everything else was profit. 

“Peter, have you ever seen the Gambler’s Lady before?” Karl asked. 

“First time ah seen her was today.” 

“Have you ever seen her, Tipton?” 

“First time for me, too,” Charlie lied. 

“Peter, do you know where you can get some grass?” Kar] asked. 

“Sure, no problem.” 

Karl took some bills out of his wallet and handed them to Peter. 
“Here, buy some grass and take it to the man called Bernstein on the 
Gambler’s Lady, see what he says, then report back to me. We’ ll be at 
the lagoon. And, Peter, I don’t want anyone to know about the lagoon or 


the other boat, you understand?” 


“Ah understand,” Peter said. 
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As they approached the lagoon, Karl instructed Charlie to go past 
the opening until he was sure no one was around and could see where 
they were turning. Once Karl was satisfied, Charlie turned the Seafire 
into the dense growth of mangroves, slowed the Seafire to an idle and 
entered the narrow passage. They could see Max on the beach, carrying 
an automatic rifle slung over his shoulder. Charlie shut off the engine 
and they slowly drifted to shore. He was on the bow as they nudged the 
sandy beach and he dropped the anchor. 


“Where’s Chris?” Charlie asked as he jumped onto the beach. Max’s 
silence told Charlie she wasn’t there. He spun around and grabbed Karl’s 
arm. “Where’s Chris?” There was no misunderstanding his concern or 
contempt, but Karl was ready for him. 


“She’s on another island, enjoying the peace and quiet of a lovely 
guest house. She has plenty to eat and drink and I’m sure she’Il be just 
fine,” Karl stated matter-of-factly. 


“Just how long do you intend to keep her there?” 
“As long as necessary.” 


“Just for the record, Karl, I don’t appreciate the way you play with 
peoples’ lives and I certainly don’t appreciate you leaving Chris all alone 
on some island in the middle of the Caribbean.” Charlie knew it was just 
a matter of time before he tangled with Karl, but he wasn’t about to risk 
Chris’ life by doing something stupid, like breaking Karl’s face, before 
Chris was within reach again. 


“My dear, Colonel, don’t get excited. Your Chris is fine, I can assure 
you. Further, she is more important to me than you realize. I’m not going 
to let anything happen to her.” Karl turned and walked to where Max 
was standing, ending the confrontation with Charlie, in absolute com- 
mand of the moment. 


“Have you seen anything since we’ve been gone?” 


“Nothing, this is the loneliest place in the world.” 
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“Good. Max, I think we’re going to be able to do more business from 
here than I had originally planned.” Karl turned to Charlie, still standing 
at the edge of the beach, fuming, staring into the distance. 


“Colonel Tipton, would you help us. I want to transfer some cargo.” 
Karl climbed aboard the Seafire with the damaged prop, followed by 
Max. “Stay on the beach so we can hand you a box,” Karl ordered. He 
and Max disappeared into the forward hold. 


Charlie walked to the side of the boat, noticing that the tide was out 
and the Seafire was hard aground. They couldn’t move her even if they 
wanted to. Max appeared from above and gently handed down a box to 
Charlie. Charlie figured the box weighed about twenty pounds. 


“Put it aboard the other boat in the forward compartment,” Karl 
ordered, as he climbed out of the Seafire, carrying an automatic pistol. 
“You and I are going fishing, Mr. Tipton, then we’re going ashore on 
Provo for dinner and a much needed rest,” Karl said as he climbed aboard 
the other Seafire. “Max—Peter will be here shortly to relieve you.” Karl 
motioned for Charlie to start the engine. “Let’s go.” 


Karl had Charlie drive west toward Provo, just outside the reef, at 
trolling speed. Two fishing rods were in their holders waving in the air. 
The only thing out of place was the absence of fishing lines in the water. 
As Karl had said when they left the lagoon, “This trip is strictly for show. 
We'll head in as soon as we see Peter going to Max.” 


They had been trolling for about thirty minutes when they saw 
another boat approaching them from the south. It was Peter, waving and 
smiling as he pulled along side. Karl went forward and opened the cargo 
hatch. He went below and shortly returned with the box they had just 
loaded on. He handed it across to Peter, who immediately placed the box 
in a container on his boat. 


“What time is the pickup?” Peter asked. 


“Midnight, same place. Give the briefcase to Max. I'll give you your 
money tomorrow.” 
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“No problem. Yuh wan me to wait at de lagoon?” 


“No, I think it would be nice if you went and had dinner with Miss 
Chris. Tell her Mr. Tipton and I were called away on business and we’ll 
see her tomorrow.” 


Peter grinned, shoved the throttle forward and his skiff jumped ahead 
in a cloud of smoke and salt spray. In a minute he was gone. 


“Now, Mr. Tipton, we can take our time and go to Provo for an 
evening of fun and games,” he laughed, patronizing Charlie. “Would you 
trust Peter with five million dollars?” Karl asked with a cruel grin. 


“If that’s what that box is worth, my guess is you are the only one 
that knows it, or cares,” Charlie replied. 


“Very true, Colonel, but even if Peter found out what it was worth, 
it would do him little good. Another thing, he wouldn’t know what to do 
with that much money. It’s beyond his comprehension. You see, to him, 
five thousand dollars is a lot of money because he could buy a new boat 
or motor with it. But five million dollars would only clutter his mind and 
he would be so confused he wouldn’t know what to do about it.” 


Charlie knew Karl was right but it upset him more that he seemed 
to be getting away with it. 


As they made their way through the maze of coral heads staggered 
on each side of the channel leading into the Provo marina, Charlie 
wondered if he could make it through at night. He knew it would be very 
risky because it was difficult even in good light. He glanced over at Karl 
to find a man unconcerned with the potential damage that could be done 
to the boat at any second; he was just someone enjoying the view. Charlie 
looked at the shoreline of Provo and wondered if anyone had seen them 
fishing, or even cared. 


Once inside the marina they tied up at the fuel dock and waited for 


Louis to show up. A young man in white shorts and boat shoes walked 
up and introduced himself. 
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“Hello, my name’s Mark. I’m skipper on the Gambler's Lady there.” 
The young man had a Texas accent, slow and superior, as if he had all 
day to get it out. Mark was a good-looking man in his late twenties, with 
a personality running over with self-confidence. He had the look of a 
person who might let you make one mistake with him, but not two. 
Charlie warmed to him immediately. “Mr. Bernstein saw you pull in and 
wondered if you might reconsider having dinner aboard tonight?” 


“We would be delighted,’ Karl replied. “Our previous plans have 
changed. What time would you like for us to be there?” 


“Cocktail hour starts about five, anytime after that would be fine; 
sure is a beautiful boat you have there,” Mark said in one long breath. 


“Come aboard and look around. Mr. Tipton will show you every- 
thing, he built her,” Karl said, patronizing Charlie again and sowing the 
seeds of subterfuge. 

Mark climbed aboard, obviously impressed with the Seafire. He 
knew boats, and he knew this was a fast one. When Charlie had finished 
with the tour, Mark said, “See you at five, thanks for the tour.” He waved 
as he started down the dock, passing a young native boy who sauntered 
slowly up to the Seafire. 


“Tf yuh wan yuh boat wash, ah do it for fity dollars,” the native boy 
said. 


“We'll give you ten,” Charlie replied. 
“Okay,” the young boy said without hesitation. 


Charlie handed the boy a hose and mop. “Just get the salt off her, 
that’ll be good enough.” 


Louis came strolling down the dock in the direction of the boat; he 
looked high, a supreme person with “no problem.” | 


“How many gallons yuh wan today?” 
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“Fill it,” Karl said. 


After refueling the Seafire, Charlie and Karl walked to the hotel. 
Charlie was still unsure about how far Karl would go to keep Chris away 
from him and just how dangerous he was. At the moment, Charlie knew 
that Karl had left all his weapons with Max. He thought of the possibility 
of subduing Karl; then, with the help of Ed and Matt, going to the little 
island and taking Max. Three to one odds weren’t bad. He wondered if 
Max knew where Chris was, and just how tough Max could be. He was 
definitely afraid of boats. 


Karl checked into a room down the hall from Charlie’s. They would 
meet at five o’clock to go to the Gambler’s Lady. Charlie was sure he 
would get a chance to talk to Ed and Matt tonight. He hoped Karl 
wouldn't recognize Ed from the factory. At least Ed was forewarned 
about Karl. 


Karl was sitting in the lobby when Charlie walked out of his room 
at five. Louis was standing by, waiting on a message Karl was writing. 
Karl looked up as Charlie walked in. 


“T’Il be through in a moment, then we can go,” Karl said. 


“No hurry, I have all day,” Charlie smiled, nodding to Louis. He 
watched Karl complete the message and hand it to Louis. 


“Give that to the Custom’s agent so he will know what to do when 
Our prop gets in.” 


“Yuh wan ah should bring the prop to yuh when it get in?” 


“Yes, bring it here to the hotel, we’ll pick it up when we’re ready.” 
He handed Louis a ten dollar bill and Louis left. Karl stood up and looked 
at Charlie. They were both the same height and build, only Karl was 
blond and fair while Charlie had a ruddy complexion with weather 
wrinkles and salt and pepper hair. Charlie sensed a feeling of resentment 
and distrust from Karl; he knew he was still an unknown quantity. 
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“Tt’s too bad we can’t work together. Life would be so much simpler,” 
Karl said, smiling at Charlie. 


“Would I be working for you, or with you?” Charlie asked. 
“Tt would depend on what we could work out.” 
“Chris might be a problem.” 


Charlie knew there would never be a time or place he would ever 
consider being involved with Karl; he was just playing his Ea with 
him. 


“I’m sure Chris would be no problem. No, it’s not her I’m worried 
about at all.” 


Charlie sensed something that he hadn’t thought about before. Was — 
there someone else involved or was Karl referring to one of the agencies 
trying to nail him? Or was he referring to Charlie? 


“Tt’s five o’clock, let’s not keep our host waiting.” They started down 
the hill together, each lost in his own thoughts. Charlie was worried about 
Chris, but there was nothing he could do, short of beating the information 
he needed out of Karl. One thing was sure, things were coming to ahead. 
He must be ready for anything and everything. 


The young man named Mark was standing by the rail as they 
approached the boat. “Come aboard, you’re just in time for cocktails,” 
he called, waving them aboard. 


They entered the main saloon and were greeted by Mr. Bernstein 
(Craig) and his “Little honey” from New York. She was introduced to 
them as Connie. Connie was about five foot eight, well-endowed, jet 
black hair, olive complexion and a friendly smile. Charlie changed his — 
opinion of her from the one she had left with him at the hotel earlier that 
day. She wasn’t a dumb broad from New York after all. And, from the 
way Craig looked at her, Charlie could tell there was something else 
happening between them besides being on the same boat. 
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Mark opened the door for another couple he introduced as Jack and 
Sandy Williams, friends of Warren Bernstein. The young man called 
Jack was built like an ox and looked like a prize fighter looking for a 
prize. His wife looked as if she could hold her own in a fight, too. They 
certainly looked as if they belonged to each other, but not like the kind 
of people you would find on a yacht in the company of Warren (Craig) 
Bernstein. 


“Mark, why don’t you show Karl and Charlie the rest of the boat 
while I fix some drinks for us?” Bernstein said. 


“Td like to see the engine room,” Charlie lied. He had been aboard 
the Gambler’s Lady a dozen times and he was less impressed with the 
engine room than the rest of the boat. Karl and Charlie followed Mark 
down a companionway to stairs leading to the lower part of the boat. He 
showed them two of the cabins and then went past doors leading to the 
crew’s quarters, which Mark didn’t bother to show them. Mark opened 
a door leading into a large, empty cargo room. 


“We traveled two thousand miles and spent two months trying to get 
a cargo and we end up with this. What a waste of time and money,” he 
casually mentioned with a smirk. 


“What kind of cargo were you looking for?” Karl asked, just as 
casually. 


“Anything that would fit into this room and be resold at a profit, I 
guess.” 


“Tt seems you were misled to go so far and not make a connection.” 


~ We were misled all right, so much so that the boss got cold feet and 
decided to head for home. Would you believe there was a cargo packed 
in a boat fifty feet away and the boss changed his mind. He called me 
on the interphone and told me to take off fast. Later, he said that he didn’t 
feel right about the people he was dealing with. Another thing—this was 
his first try and he was really spooked.” 
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“This room would hold a lot of freight,” Karl remarked, following 
Mark on to the engine room. ; 


“The boss can afford to fill it up. He just can’t afford the risk, I guess.” 


They entered the engine room and Mark immediately started talking 
about the engines, generators, watermaker, and all the back-up systems 
that made the Lady a self-sufficient, ocean-going condo. It appeared the 
empty cargo room was forgotten. He showed them the galley and the 
master suite with the Roman tub, walk-in closet, television, VCR, music 
center and mirrors everywhere. Karl looked at the mirror above the bed 
with open mouth. 


“What a display of immoral wealth. The man who designed this must 
be a pervert.” 


“Mr. Bernstein designed it,” Mark laughed. They reentered the main 
saloon and Karl headed straight for Bernstein. 


“It’s a shame you haven’t been able to fulfill your requirements on 
this voyage, Mr. Bernstein. Perhaps I could help,” Karl suggested. 


Looking straight into Karl’s eyes and completely ignoring the ques- 
tion, Bernstein replied, “What do you think of my little boat, Karl, old 
buddy?” 


Karl was slightly taken back, he thought maybe Bernstein hadn’t 
heard or misunderstood. “I think the boat is fantastic, especially the main 
cabin. But I think it would be a better, more useful boat if that cargo room 
was filled with cargo.” 


“That’s easier said than done, old buddy; besides, we’ve decided to 
get out of the cargo business, it’s too risky. You can’t depend on the 
people you buy from or sell to.” 


‘“‘What if Ishowed you a safe way to make a connection and dispose 
of the merchandise at the other end, without any problems and minimal 
risk?” 
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“I wouldn’t believe you,” Bernstein laughed. “How do you like the 
engine room, Charlie?” changing the subject on Karl once again. 


“It sure is complete, makes the Seafire’s engine room look like a 
toy,’ Charlie replied. 


“Charlie, when are you going to show me that Seafire boat of yours?” 


“Whenever you like.” 


“Why don’t you take Warren over to the Seafire and show him now?” 
Karl suggested. 


“Come on, Warren, I’ll give you a tour before it gets dark,” Charlie 
said. It was perfect. Charlie now had the opportunity to be alone with 
Craig and find out what was going on. Charlie and Craig left the Lady 
and started down the dock. When they were out of hearing distance, 
Charlie said out of the comer of his mouth, “Boy, am I glad to see you. 
Where did Ed disappear to?” 


“‘He’s in one of the crew’s quarters behind a locked door. We decided 
it was too risky trusting Hausemann’s memory. Besides, Ed didn’t think 
he could keep a straight face around you and not blow our cover.” 


““What’s the master plan?” Charlie asked. 


“I think it’s happening now. We want to make a connection with 
Karl, then nail his whole organization. Incidentally, Mark, Connie, Jack 
and Sandy are all U. S. Navy on special assignment to the Coast Guard 
and General Canfield. They really know their stuff. Our big problem is 
locating the rest of Karl’s organization. We know he must have help 
along the way; he can’t be the brains and brawn both. Do you know 
anything yet?” 


“All I know is he has a load of coke on the other Seafire aground on 
Water Cay with a busted prop; it’s being guarded by a goon named Max. 
He has Chris hidden somewhere near there in a vacation house. I think 
she’s okay but I’ll feel a lot better when I have her with me and this whole 
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thing is over. I have a business to run you know. I’m getting a little tired 
of this cops and robbers stuff.” 


“Charlie, this thing is bigger than you thought. General Canfield told 
me Karl is one of the biggest headaches the U. S. government has at the 
moment. Ken has the IRS, FBI, CIA and DEA all roped into this thing. 
You know, Charlie, it just dawned on me that you and I are the center of 
attraction. Christ, how did we get into this?” 


“What do we do now?” Charlie looked at Craig, his concern written 
on his face. 


“First, show me the Seafire in case someone is looking.” 


Charlie went through the motions of showing Craig the Seafire, but 
his mind was elsewhere. “Craig, we have to find a way to get me away 
from Hausemann so I can go find Chris. She’s got to be safe before we | 
nail him.” 


“Maybe Ed can help us there,” Craig replied. “Another thing, we 
have to find out the names of the people he’s supplying here before we 
make a move.” 


‘“He’s not going to tell me anything. He hates my guts,” Charlie said. 


“Maybe I can get close to him after we make a deal,” Craig said, 
shrugging his shoulders and adding, “You try to get back to the Lady 
alone tonight. You, Ed and me need to talk.” 


“We better get back before Hausemann gets suspicious.” 


As they were walking back down the dock to the Gambler, Craig 
said, “Charlie, Ken thinks Karl has a partner. He thought it was Chris 
until you vouched for her. Anyway, keep your eyes and ears open. If we 
don’t nail everybody connected with this ring, we’re spinning our 
wheels. And, for the record, we all hope it isn’t Chris.” He smiled at 
Charlie and slapped him on the pau It was a small ce to Charlie, 
but welcome anyway. 
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Back on the Gambler’s Lady, they had all finished their first drinks 
and poured a second when the two girls excused themselves to help with 
the dinner. 


“You can come help us if you want,” Connie said, winking at Karl. 
She had a teasing look on her face. 


Karl appeared to blush, thrown off guard for a moment. 


“T think my little honey has taken a liking to you, Karl. Can’t say as 
I blame her after all we been through,” Craig said with his fake Texas 
drawl, looking as if he had lost his best friend. 


“What do you mean?” Karl asked. 


“Well, all the traveling we did, and almost making a real purchase, 
then nothing. Guess it sort of let her down a little. She had her heart set 
on making a million dollars. Now she’s going home with what the little 
boy shot at.” Craig changed the subject once again, adding quite sud- 
denly, “Hey, would you like to watch some TV?” 


Charlie hoped Craig wasn’t making Karl work too hard for the 
connection. 


~ Warren, let’s you and me go out on deck for a few minutes. Maybe 
I can help solve one of your problems,” Karl suggested, taking the bait. 


“Sure, glad to, Karl.” Craig was really laying it on thick. 


“TI go help the girls in the galley,” Charlie said, disappearing down 
the companionway as Karl and Craig stepped out on deck. 


Charlie went straight to the crew’s quarters and knocked on the door. 
“Ed, it’s me, Charlie,” he whispered. The door opened a crack. There 
was Ed, grinning from ear-to-ear. Charlie stepped into the room and gave 
Ed a bear hug. 


“Boy, am I glad to see you. How did you get roped into this?” Charlie 
asked. 
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“Things were a little slow so I thought I’d just give Craig a hand,” 
he laughed, sitting down on the bunk. 


“Ed, you have to help me find Chris. I can’t shake Hausemann or I’d 
look for her myself. We have to find her before we get Hausemann. I 
also want her cleared of all this.” 


“I know, Charlie. We were all briefed by Ken and he wants her 
cleared as much as you do. Do you know where she is?” 


“No, but I have an idea where to start looking.” Charlie grabbed a 
piece of paper from the desk by the bunk and drew a map for Ed, showing 
Provo, the hidden lagoon and the coastline to the north. 


“She could be anywhere along this coast. She’s in a beach house just 
a short distance from the lagoon.” 


Voices could be heard from the main saloon, signaling Charlie that 
Karl and Craig had come back. 


“T’ll try to come back tonight after Karl is asleep,” Charlie said 
before sneaking out of the stateroom and up to the main cabin. 


Craig was pouring more drinks. 


“Well now, maybe this will be a celebration party after all. Let me 
propose a toast to a new friendship and a very prosperous future.” 


Craig raised his glass and took a big swig. Charlie knew he had 
scored, the rest was up to him now. Charlie held his glass up and took a 
long swallow, looking at Craig. Craig winked at Charlie; everything was 
going according to plan. All Charlie had to do now was be sears 
careful and not make Karl suspicious. 
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Anna Hausemann stepped out of the Rolls Royce that had taken her 
from Heathrow International Airport to her Mayfair restaurant. The | 
driver escorted her to the door, through the restaurant, and up to her 
office. 


Anna had just returned from a long business trip requiring stops in 
several countries and even though she was tired, she had to find out what 
Karl was up to. One of her informants had reported that Karl was on his 
way to Colombia with Chris. This must concern Chris’s inheritance, she 
decided, since Karl had said he would help Chris get her gold out of the 
country. But why would he take Chris to Colombia and risk exposing 
his cocaine trafficking? Karl’s judgment was deteriorating; he must be 
indulging, she decided. 


Anna’s restaurant would have been a major accomplishment in 
anyone’s life. However, it remained a sore subject between her and her 
brother Karl. He had always felt that she had squandered her inheritance 
on the fashionable restaurant she had purchased after school, but her 
profit after taxes the year before had been in excess of a half million 
pounds. It was located in the heart of London and was frequented by 
diplomats, celebrities, and even royalty. She stayed aloof and distant 
from the customers but she employed the finest chefs and decorated the 
restaurant lavishly. It was the current fashionable place to dine on the 
London scene. As popular as the restaurant was however, Anna could 
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never be seen sitting or drinking with anyone; she took all her meals in 
her small, but comfortable, office on the second floor. The restaurant 
provided the cover for the major accomplishment in her life, the one her 
brother knew nothing about. 


From her small office, Anna operated the largest drug ring in Great 
Britain; she had even started to expand into the United States. Her brother 
was one of her biggest customers and didn’t even know it. By the same 
token, he had given her more trouble than any of her other dealers and 
it was a constant problem to keep her identity a secret. She had placed 
Max inside Karl’s organization to keep tabs on her brother. 


It had been Anna who had turned in one of Karl’s suppliers in order 
to force him out of South Africa and into the United States, where there 
was more money to be made. With Karl as the middle-man, she would 
have little exposure, but would reap the profits. She also knew that 
whatever he made in the U.S. would someday belong to her. Anna was 
well on her way to achieving her goal, to live her life of luxury in the 
United States. 


After making an inspection tour of the restaurant and sorting through 
her mail, she called her personal secretary, who also doubled as a 
bodyguard, into her office. 


“There is a call here from Ancira in Bogota. What did he want?” 
Anna questioned. 


“He said he delivered the goods to your brother, but his briefcase 
was short a half million dollars. He wants it fast or else he’s going to cut 
us off.” 


The secretary remained standing and was not invited to sit. He was 
a well-paid, loyal employee and had worked for Anna from the begin- 
ning. He would do anything Anna asked. Along with Max he was one of 
her most trusted employees. 


“T’ll have a courier deliver it to him tomorrow. We can’t afford to 


lose him, he’s our best supplier. II] deal with my brother later. Where’s 
Max now?” 
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~The last time he called he was in the Dominican Republic with Karl 
and Chris. Karl told Max that he is going to marry Chris. Plus, Karl has 
an extra load of cocaine with him; Max thinks he hijacked it from your 
Bahamian shipment.” 


Anna tried to hide her shock. 

“When is Max due to check in again?” 
“On Sunday, before church.” 

neine? 

“Shall there be anything else?” 


“No, have the driver come for me at three. I need to go to church; 
until then I have a lot of work to catch up on.” 


The secretary nodded and left the office. Anna dialed a number on 
the telephone. It was answered by a female voice. 


“There is a shipment at twelve Saturday night,” Anna said. “T’ll 
expect payment in the usual way, Sunday morning at church.” Anna hung 
up and dialed another number. This time a man answered. “This is Anna. 
[have a project for you in the United States in Las Vegas. Call me when 
you arrive and I'll give you further instructions. You can pick up expense 
money from my driver. He’ll meet you at the regular place for lunch 
tomorrow.” 


Although Anna was forcing herself to take care of her business, she 
was disturbed about her brother and Chris. She had known Chris was 
going to seek his help to get her gold out of South Africa. That was all 
right, she just didn’t want it to go any further. If Karl would happen to 
marry, it would mean millions lost that otherwise would have belonged 
to Anna. She would be completely cut off. As close as she and Chris 
were, she didn’t want Chris to have her money. 


Karl had mentioned one night in bed during their “tryst” that he was 
going to make one last big haul and quit the drug business. It was the 
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way he had said it that disturbed her most. She couldn’t forget him 
laughing as if he were delirious, saying, “It will be the biggest score yet.” 
With her control of Karl’s shipments, she knew that the only way he 
could make a big haul would be to steal from her or one of her suppliers. 


Well, big brother, she thought, you better be careful who you sleep 
with next. | 


Anna stepped out of the Rolls Royce. A heavy veil covered her face; 
no one could possibly know who she was. She walked up the steps to 
the Good Savior Church and the front door was opened for her by an 
elderly man in his seventies. He nodded and smiled as she passed through 
the door; she knew it was safe to enter. She walked down the center aisle 
to the front pew. 


There were several men and women sitting throughout the church. 
Organ music played softly. To any observer, nothing seemed out of the 
ordinary. Only Anna knew that these were her people and this was her 
church. She owned it lock, stock and barrel. It was the clearing house 
for all of her drug transactions. All deals were consummated, money 
committed and debts satisfied in this church. Anyone who wanted to 
contact her had to do it through the church. No deals were made outside 
unless Anna initiated them. The only people in this congregation were ~ 
those with a transaction to discuss; no one else. 


Anna Sat in silence, waiting for the minister to start his sermon. The 
second he started preaching, a man sitting close to Anna passed her a 
slip of paper. Anna read it slowly through her veil. The note simply said, 
“Study Jeremiah, Ch.37, verse 4.” Anna picked up her Bible and read 
the requested verse: “Now Jeremiah came in and went out among the 
people; for they had not put him in prison.” 


Anna smiled. The message told her that her dealer in Liverpool was 


free on bail and back in business. Nothing in the message was incriminat- 
ing. She placed the message in the box on the seat beside her. 
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Soon, another message was passed to her requesting her to read Job 
4, verse 19. Anna thumbed through her Bible to Job and read: “The small 
and great are there; and the servant is free from his master.” Anna knew 
that the last shipment had been delivered and the money transferred to 
her special account at Barclays. Her dealer had fulfilled his contract. 


Before church was over, Anna had received five more messages and 
passed two of her own. They all stayed to the end of the sermon, then 
left together. Anna was the last to leave the church and she used a 
different door. The Minister was waiting for her in the rear of the church. 
She handed him the box that had been on the seat next to her, saying, 
“Lovely sermon, perhaps this will help your favorite charity this week.” 


The Minister smiled at Anna and kissed her hand. He knew when he 
opened the box in his study it would contain quotes from the Bible and 
one thousand pounds in cash. 


Anna climbed into a different car than the one she arrived in and was 
driven away. Later, in her office, she contemplated what she should do 
with Karl. During church she had decided that Karl was placing her 
operation in jeopardy. It had been a mistake to place him in the U.S.; he 
was getting greedy. 


Anna decided the time had come for her to settle Karl’s account. She 
picked up the telephone, dialed British Airways and made reservations 
to fly the Concorde to Kennedy International Airport the next morning. 
She would connect via Pan Am to Miami where she would be met by a 
private Lear jet. She would be in the Turks & Caicos Islands in twenty- 
four hours. 


- What she had to accomplish in the next few days, she would 
normally have an underling handle, but Karl was a personal matter and 
Anna wanted to taste her revenge in person. Not only had he cheated her 
best supplier in Bogota out of 250,000 English pounds, he had also 
hijacked 100 kilos of cocaine from an old friend. Then, to top it all off, 
she knew Karl was in the process of cheating her best friend out of her 
inheritance, not to mention possibly forcing her to marry him. Yes, she 
wanted to eliminate him personally; he was beginning to be a serious 
problem. He’s an incestuous bastard not fit to walk on earth, she thought. 
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Anna dialed a number in New York. Her call was answered after 
several rings by a distinguished, elderly voice. 


“Forty-Ninth Street Presbyterian.” 

“May I speak to Reverend Klein, please,” Anna asked. 

“This is Reverend Klein.” 

“Reverend, this is Anna. I’m arriving tomorrow at Kennedy Inter- 
national heading for a seminar in Miami. I would appreciate someone 


meeting me at the airport, would that be possible?” 


“We would be most happy to help in any way we can, Miss Anna. 
How many people will you need?” the Reverend asked. 


“T think two will be adequate until the seminar is over.” 

“That will be no problem.” 

“Oh, lovely. Tell them we will continue on and will need further 
assistance with equipment in Miami. I have already arranged for 
transportation there.” 


“Will you require anything else while you are here?” 


“No. Itis just the professional assistance that I require,” Anna replied 
before saying goodbye and hanging up. 


She had just arranged for two hit men to go to Provo with her and to 
pick up weapons on the way. 


Abe 


Karl and Charlie returned from the party aboard the Gambler’s Lady 
around ten. Charlie turned out his lights right away, hoping Karl would 
do the same. It was just past midnight when Charlie slowly opened the 
door to his hotel room, deciding Karl was probably asleep by now. The 
short hallway was dark and there was no light showing from under Karl’s 
door when Charlie made his move. He was wearing boat shoes with soft 
_tubber soles and walked noiselessly down the hallway, past Karl’s door. 
As he got further away from the hotel, he started walking faster, making 
little noise on the dirt path leading to the dock. 


Charlie walked onto the dock near the stern of the Gambler’s Lady 
noticing that all of the lights were out on the big yacht. He looked around, 
and seeing no one, quickly jumped onto the gangway and stepped 
through the main companionway leading to the bridge. 

He had gone about ten feet when a voice stopped him. 

“Charlie, you make enough noise to wake the dead.” 

“Ed, is that you?” 


“Who did you expect,” Ed chuckled. 


“C’mon, follow me. Craig and the others are down in the galley.” 
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They walked in darkness to the galley. Ed opened the door and they 
stepped into a low-lit room containing the galley on one side and the 
pantry and U-shaped dining table on the other. The whole crew was there. 
They all smiled and greeted Charlie. 


“Just in case someone gets funny ideas, let’s post a guard up on 
deck,” Craig said. 


“T’ll go,” volunteered the woman named Sandy. She stood up and 
was gone without any further conversation. 


Connie smiled at Charlie and said, “I’m Petty Officer Doyle, com- 
munications, just for the record.” She shook Charlie’s hand and looked 
at Jack. 


“For the record, I’m Lieutenant J. G. Williams, demolition and 
anything special you might need help with.” Williams stuck out his hand 
to Charlie. He pumped so hard it shook Charlie’s eye teeth. Charlie 
looked at Mark. 


“Mark Watkins, Lieutenant, U. S. Navy, Special Services. Our 
objective is to seek out and destroy any person or situation that may be 
harmful to the United States or its citizens, usually in the field of drugs.” 


“T might as well go home,” Charlie joked. “I'll just be in the way of 
all this talent.” They all laughed. 


“First priority?” Craig started, looking at Charlie. 


“I know this may have some personal conflict,” Charlie stated 
tentatively. “But I think we should find Chris Mulligan first.” 


“Charlie, you may not know this but I arranged to buy ten million 
dollars worth of coke tomorrow night from Karl. He’s to let us know 
around dinner time where the buy is. As the plan stands right now, we’re 
to take the Lady to a meeting point somewhere near here.” Craig looked 
worried as he spoke to Charlie. 
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~ Then we must make the connection at the same time we free her. 
We can’t do one before the other. Who knows what Karl would do to her 
if something went wrong.” Charlie looked around the table at each of 
them, providing an opportunity to discuss or argue with him. 


“That gives us one day of light to find Chris and at least warn her 
what our plans are,” Craig said. 


“Is there any way to stall Karl for one day if we don’t find her?” 
Connie Doyle asked. 


“When’s high tide?” Ed asked the group in general. 


“It was at four o’clock this afternoon, so around five tomorrow,” 
Charlie answered. 


“We could always tell Karl that we can’t get out of the marina 
because there isn’t enough water,” Ed stated matter-of-factly. 


“Maybe I can lie a little, too,” Charlie said. “I think I can convince 
him you have to have absolute high tide to get out of the marina. He’s 
already had a run-in with a coral head, maybe he’ll be Sympathetic. 
Another thing, if he doesn’t have a second prop, he’ll have a problem 
meeting anyone, unless he shifts the cargo from one boat to another.” 
Charlie scratched his head and looked at Ed. 


“Call Ken on the radio right away,” Ed said to Connie. “I think he 
can buy some time for us. Have him call U. S. Customs and delay 
shipment on all props out of Miami for one day. That shouldn’t be too 
tough. Tell him we’ve set up the buy for tomorrow but need one more 
day just in case there’s a problem.” 


“Will do,” Connie said. 
“Now, how are we going to find Chris?” Craig said. 
“T’ve been doing a lot of thinking about that,” Charlie replied. “First, 


we need a sailboat, then a couple of young people who look as if they’re 
just out for a day’s sail.” 
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“What about Jack and Sandy,” Ed suggested. “They could pass for 
two newlyweds.” 


“Sounds okay to me.” Jack smiled. 


They talked for another hour. Charlie drew a map of the surrounding 
islands and speculated over where Jack and Sandy might find Chris. It 
would be a matter of luck if they found her in such a short time. Charlie 
felt comfortable with his new-found allies as he quietly sneaked back to 
his hotel room. 


The next morning he was awakened by a knock on the door. It was 
Karl; he would wait in the dining room for Charlie. There was no 
indication he knew about Charlie’s midnight sortie. Charlie breathed a 
sign of relief, then showered and dressed, anxious to get the day over 
with. He couldn’t plan ahead or even prepare for contingencies; it was 
Karl’s ballgame now. The only good thing was Karl didn’t know he was 
at bat. 


Charlie joined Karl in the dining room, having decided it was time 
to put a bit of pressure on. “What’s the master plan for today? You know 
I have a business to run, I can’t play games forever,” Charlie said. 


“First, I want to go to the other boat and check with Max and Peter. 
Then, I’ll figure out what we’re going to do about our next delivery. It’s 
rather large and I want to use both boats.” 


Chris had spent a fitful night in the cottage. She was thankful that 
Peter had stayed as long as he did. After he left, shortly before midnight, 
she had tried to sleep but one thing or another disturbed her. First, the 
continual sound of the surf washing up on the beach, then the low flying 
plane that seemed as if it was going to hit the cottage; it had alarmed her 
already frayed nerves. Finally, close to dawn, she managed to sleep for 
awhile only to be awakened by a mosquito buzzing in her ear. She was 
still tired, but relieved, when the sun came up. 
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Chris busied herself around the cottage until mid-morning, then 
decided to go for a swim. She noticed a small sailboat making its way 
down the coast toward her as she waded into the cool water. After a few 
lazy strokes and feeling refreshed, Chris sat down on the warm sand and 
watched the little sailboat. She thought of Charlie. He had promised to 
take her sailing someday. 


As the boat drew nearer she could make out a young man and 
woman. The woman was looking through a pair of binoculars, surveying 
the beach. When she spotted Chris, she waved. Chris waved back curious 
who it could be. 


The woman in the sailboat cupped her hands in front of her mouth 
and yelled at Chris. “Is your name Chris Mulligan?” 


Surprised, Chris stood up and walked to the edge of the water, trying 
to get a closer look at the people in the boat. She finally shouted back. 


"es. m:Chris;” 

“We want to talk to you. Are you alone?” 

“Yes,” Chris yelled back, 

The boat headed in for the beach. The man pulled up the centerboard, 
then dropped the sail just as they slid to a stop in the sand. The woman 


was first out of the boat. 


“Chris, ’'m Sandy Jackson, this is Jack Williams. We have to talk 
with you.” 


“How did you know who I was?” Chris asked in disbelief. 


“We have your picture and description. We’re very lucky to have 
found you,” Jack replied. , 


“We don’t have long to talk and then we must leave before 


Hausemann discovers we’re here,” Sandy said with urgency. “We know 
your situation. We’re with Craig Golden aboard the Gambler’s Lady. It’s 
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docked at the marina in Turtle Cove on Provo. We’re here to help you 
and Charlie.” 


Chris was amazed. ““Where is Charlie?” 


‘““He’s with Hausemann. We saw them in the Seafire about an hour 
ago, heading for the lagoon behind Water Cay.” 


“Ts he all right?” 


‘“He’s fine. We’re more worried about you right now. Can you be 
ready to leave this place with us tonight?” 


“I’m ready now.” Chris laughed nervously. 


“Unfortunately, we can’t take you with us right now. Karl thinks we 
are here to purchase some cocaine from him and the exchange will be 
made tonight. We can’t take the chance of him finding you gone and 
ruining the connection.” 


“T understand,” Chris said. 


“Good. We’ll come get you one way or another,” Jack reassured her 
as he started shoving the little boat back into the surf. 


“Mums the word,” urged Sandy. 


Chris watched them sail away before turning to walk back to the 
house. She knew there was no hope of seeing her gold now. She just 
wanted to get away from Karl and go home with Charlie. At this moment 
she had never felt so alone in her whole life. 


Charlie cut the engine and gently nosed the Seafire onto the beach. 
Karl was already on the bow with the anchor. He dropped it onto the 
beach and jumped off after it. 
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Max was sitting on the beach next to the disabled Seafire finishing 

a breakfast consisting of coffee and cold rolls. Peter was with him 
stretched back on a patio chair, drinking a beer. 


“You have something for me, Peter?” Karl asked. It was more of a 
demand than a question. 


“Briefcase in de boat. Ah gave it to Max last night.” 


Peter looked at Max and Max nodded to Karl, confirming what Peter 
had said. Then Max unleashed a tempest. 


“I want to go to Provo for awhile,” Max told Karl. 

Charlie could almost see the wheels spinning around in Karl’s head. 

“Why do you want to go to Provo, Max?” 

“T want to take a shower and get the damn salt off me. And I want 
to sit down and have someone bring me a hot meal,” Max complained 
in a threatening tone, his shoulders hunched like he was ready to hit 


somebody. He glared at Karl, daring him to say no. 


“Why don’t you go with Peter to the cottage and spend the day with 
Chris. I’ll stay here and take care of things today,” Karl offered. 


That’s all it took and Max was ready to go. He walked over to Peter 
and kicked his feet. “C’mon, let’s go.” 


Peter slowly got up from the sand and followed Max to his skiff. 


“Be back early this afternoon,” Karl yelled. “I may want the skiff to 
run into Provo.” 


Max was busy pushing Peter’s skiff into the water, ignoring Karl. 
Charlie guessed Max was upset because he had been forced to spend 


So much time with the boat. Charlie watched Karl walk down the beach 
a short distance and then return to the boats. He climbed into the other 
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Seafire and stretched out on one of the seats. Charlie could tell that Karl 
did not have complete control of the situation and that it bothered him. 


Maybe now was a good opportunity to overpower Karl. It would be 
so easy. This was the first time he was alone with Karl and the gold 
without Max to protect them. He just wished he knew where Chris was 
and that she was safe. He couldn’t attempt anything dramatic as long as 
her life was in jeopardy. 


About an hour had passed when Charlie heard the skiff’s motor in 
the distance. Karl also heard it and raised his head up out of the cockpit. 
Shortly, Peter came skimming across the lagoon, pulling up short of 
Karl’s boat. 


“What are you doing back so soon?” Karl demanded to know. 


““Max made me tek him to Provo instead of de beach house. He told 
me to get lost, so here ah be.” 


“What the hell?” Karl shouted, turning three shades of red and losing 
his cool. Sensing he was being watched, he quickly sought to regain his 
composure. “It’s good that you came to tell me, Peter.” 


Karl jumped out of the boat and started pacing the beach, grumbling 
under his breath. Finally, he walked over to Peter’s skiff and climbed in. 
“Take me to Provo, Peter. Charlie, you stay here until I get back, it won’t 
take long.” Karl turned to Peter, motioning him to start the motor. “Don’t 
get any funny ideas while I’m gone, Tipton, not if you ever want to see 
Chris alive again.” 


Karl looked at Charlie with piercing eyes and Charlie knew Karl 
wasn’t kidding. 


When the sound of the motor faded into the distance, Charlie decided 
to check out the cargo in the other Seafire. He felt like a criminal as he 
started through the hatch. Pausing for a minute, he took one final look 
around before ducking down into the cargo hold. 
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The light was poor so he switched on the overhead lamp. He went 
immediately to the false bulkhead and pulled on the secret fingerhold. 
The panel came open, revealing the boxes Chris had described as the 
ones they picked up in Columbia. Charlie moved several of these aside 
and saw the wooden crates marked “Explosives”. He continued moving 
the smaller boxes until he saw the crate marked ACME TOOL. 


Charlie’s mind was racing ahead as he crawled back to the hatch 
opening and looked out at the lagoon. Now or never, he thought, going 
back to the cargo hold. He shoved the smaller boxes aside and pulled at 
the large crate. It was heavy and Charlie wondered if he could get it 
through the hatch by himself. He finally got the crate below the hatch 
opening, looked out once again and saw that he was still alone. He 
estimated that Karl had been gone about thirty minutes, but could come 
back at any time. 


Charlie looked at the crate once again; the lid was screwed down, 
not nailed. Chances were that it hadn’t been opened since Chris’s father 
closed it. Charlie stared at the crate, wondering how important the 
contents really were to Chris. Would she be happy without the gold, or 
would its loss play havoc with their relationship? Was the gold irrelevant 
at this point since their lives were at stake? Charlie lifted the crate and 
made his decision. 
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Karl walked up the path to the hotel. He was furious that Max had 
disobeyed him. He would reprimand him so that he would never forget 
and do it again. He walked into the lobby to find the desk clerk the only 
person there. 


“Have you seen a heavy-set man named Max around? He came in 
earlier with Peter,” Karl asked. 


“He left about thirty minutes ago, after using the phone,” the desk 
clerk replied. 


“You wouldn’t know whom he called, would you?” 

“T think he called his church.” 

“What do you mean, “his church’?” Karl replied, now very puzzled. 

“All I know is he called a church and when he found out that the 
person he wanted wasn’t there, he just said to tell ‘her’ that he was on 
Water Cay with Karl.” The girl looked frightened; she wasn’t sure if she 
should have been listening in the first place, let alone passing the 


information on to this angry man. 


“You say he asked for a woman?” Karl asked impatiently. 
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“Yes, but I didn’t hear a name; he just said ‘Is she there?’” 
“What was the city he called?” 


“Tondon, I-I think,” the girl answered, backing away from the desk. 
She was afraid of this man and afraid of answering any more questions. 


Karl stared at her for a moment, then turned and walked out of the 
office. He was dumbfounded over the fact that Max would call someone 
in London. As far as Karl knew, Max didn’t even know anyone in 
London. Karl did know that he had to find Max and make him tell what 
the telephone call was about. 


Walking down to the dock in search of Max, Karl whirled around, 
hearing someone call his name. He looked toward the Gambler's Lady 
and saw Warren Bernstein waving at him. Karl walked over. 


“Karl, I’m glad I caught you. Our generator blew a water pump 
awhile ago and it may be this evening, after high tide, before it’s fixed. 
At any rate, I don’t want to get trapped out on the ocean without a 
generator, especially at night. Can you get in touch with me later today 
to see if we will be able to go?” 


“My spare prop isn’t coming in until tomorrow morning so that will 
be fine with me, too,” Karl replied, his mind occupied with finding Max. 
He looked down the dock in both directions trying to will Max to make 
an appearance. 


“That’s the thing about boats,” Bernstein joked. “They’re always 
breaking at the most inopportune times.” 


Meanwhile, Karl had checked out the road leading to town and saw 
Max walking toward the marina. “I have to run now,” he told Craig. “I'll 
get back to you this evening and we’ll set a time for tomorrow.” Karl 
turned and started walking fast toward Max. 


As Karl closed in on Max, Max saw him coming. He looked in both 
directions, hoping for an escape route. There was blood in Karl’s eyes. 
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“What the hell are you doing here? How dare you disobey me!” Karl 
screamed, 


Max did not budge, nor bat an eye. “I had to call my mother. It’s her 
birthday.” | 3 


Karl was ready to let Max have more verbal abuse when he realized 
that he had worried for no reason at all. Max had never given him any 
reason to distrust him in the past. Why should it be any different now? 
The man just wanted to call his mother on her birthday. 


“Next time, why don’t you just tell me,” Karl replied, more than 
relieved. 


“I didn’t think it would be any big deal,” Max answered. 


Karl took Max by the arm and said, “You’re right, it isn’t a big deal. 
Come on, let’s get back to the lagoon. I left Tipton there alone with the 
cargo.” They found Peter and left for the lagoon. 


As the skiff passed through the mangroves into the lagoon, Karl 
spotted Charlie swimming toward the beach. Charlie waved at them as 
they pulled closer, wading onto the beach and helping them anchor the 
skiff. | 


_ “Water’s fine, you ought to try it,” he said, letting Max and Karl 
know that he was innocently staying out of trouble and simply enjoying 
a swim. Charlie disappeared behind a clump of palms to change out of 
his wet bathing suit and into a dry pair of shorts. 


Karl sighed, shrugged his shoulders and sat down next to the water’s 
edge. Things were not going well at all. First, the prop gets bent, then 
the big order from the States gets postponed, then Max goes off to make 
mysterious phone calls to London and, now, another postponement with 
the Gambler’s Lady. 


Karl also thought of Chris and her gold; he wanted to maintain 


control of them, as well. But this bastard, Charlie, had screwed that up. 
Maybe he could force Chris to leave with him if he told her how much 
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money he would make on this trip, much more than her father’s lousy 
gold. After this trip, Karl would be wealthy and money can buy a lot of 
happiness, he thought. But he wanted that gold. Well, he would go and 
proposition Chris with a marriage proposal one last time. To hell with 
Tipton and his baby. If Chris turned him down, then she would never see 
her gold. He stood and called Peter over. 


“Peter, let’s go visit Chris and make sure everything’s okay there.” 
“Right, boss,” Peter said, jumping to attention. 
“Wait here,” Karl instructed Max. “And I mean it this time.” 


Just as Peter started the motor, Charlie came out from behind the 
palms. 


“T’ll tell Chris you sent your regards,” Karl laughed. The skiff’s 
motor roared to life and was soon zooming out of the lagoon. 


Charlie would have loved to have rung Karl’s neck at that moment. 


Anna was met in New York by the two hit men as she entered the 
Pan Am flight departure lounge. The two men were dressed in black with 
white collars marking them as members of the clergy. Other than the fact 
that they were both swarthy and muscular and had nervous eyes, they 
passed as two innocent priests. Anna was dressed in black and wore a 
blonde wig. The group appeared to be in mourning. On the two hour 
flight from New York to Miami, neither of them spoke to one another, 
nor to anyone else. 


In Miami they rented a car and the three of them drove to an address 
in Liberty City, one of the poorer sections of Miami. It was an old 
neighborhood, run-down and totally Cuban. Pulling into the driveway 
of a ghetto home, a young girl who had been sitting on the front porch 
ran into the house. Anna saw a blind pulled back from the window, then 
the girl reappeared and motioned for them to come into the house. 
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It took ten minutes and five thousand dollars to purchase two 
automatic pistols, a submachine gun and a small Derringer, which Anna 
put in her purse. There was also ammunition for each weapon. They got 
into the car and headed for the Fort Lauderdale Executive Airport where 
they boarded a Lear jet and within ten minutes were winging toward 
Provo. In the air, the pilot gave Anna a message from Max describing 
his location on Water Cay. 


One hour and thirty minutes later the Lear swooped low over Provo, 
then onto Water Cay. They could see the two Seafires in the lagoon, just 
as Max had described—their timing was perfect. 


Charlie watched the skiff head for the opening of the lagoon; Karl 
was in the front seat waving goodbye, a big grin on his face. Charlie 
steamed. Just then, a Lear jet passed overhead, a few hundred feet above 
the beach. Charlie saw Karl following it with his eyes. The jet continued 
on in the direction of North Caicos, quickly out of sight. Charlie idly 
thought it was probably just some rich tourist is land-hopping. He noticed 
that Max had stretched out under the shade of a palm tree trying to grab 
a bit of sleep. I’d better do the same, thought Charlie; I’m going to need 
to be rested. He crawled into the cockpit of the Seafire and was soon 
sound asleep, only occasionally moving to swat at a fly or mosquito. 


The second they were out of sight of the lagoon, Anna instructed the 
pilot to make a gradual turn back to Parrot Cay and land at the small air 
strip there. The pilot reached down into his flight case and pulled out a 
chart of the area. After a few minutes he turned to Anna. 


“The chart says the strip is three thousand feet. That might be 
stretching it a bit if the surface is soft.” 


“Ts it safe if the surface is hard?” Anna asked. 
“Safe enough,” the pilot said, smiling at Anna and waiting fora reply. 


“From what I understand, planes come and go here all the time, in 
all kinds of weather, especially at night with no lights.” 
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“Small planes won’t have a problem, but this jet is a bit different. 
Landing won’t be a problem but taking off in soft sand will be.” 


“Do it; Pll pay you well,” Anna said, looking out her window. She 
had come this far, she wasn’t going to be cheated out of a showdown 
with Karl at this late date. Anna leaned forward in her seat to speak to 
the pilot. “Make your approach from the south, low over the water. I 
don’t want the whole world to know we’re here.” 


“Yes, ma’am,” answered the pilot, looking out his window toward 
the little island as he throttled back and lowered the gear and flaps. He 
had made short field landings before and knew how to “drag it” on the 
final. The only way anyone would see this approach was if they were 
standing on the runway. He was being well-paid for this flight, and 
certainly didn’t want any trouble. 


The Lear touched down gently on the hard surface and the pilot 
breathed a sigh of relief as they slowed to a stop mid-field. The sand that 
had been on the runway had washed away a long time ago, there was 
nothing on the surface except petrified coral. Anna pointed to a clump 
of trees at the end of the runway and the pilot taxied under them and shut 
off the engines. 


Once the door was opened, the two priests climbed out of the jet, 
guns drawn, and looked around. When they were satisfied the field was 
clear, Anna and the pilot deplaned. The pilot was startled to see guns 
pulled out of the carry-on-luggage Anna and the two priests carried. 


“You told me you were just helping a friend,” the pilot said. He was 
half mad and half scared. “This doesn’t have anything to do with drugs, 
does it?” 


“No drugs, just a precaution, so relax while we go over to that lagoon. 
We’ll be back shortly,” Anna replied, smiling at the pilot. 


That seemed to satisfy him, thought Anna. Pay someone well 
enough, and he’Il do what you want. 
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One of Anna’s goons turned to her as they started toward the lagoon. 
“You want one of us to stay with the pilot and make sure he doesn’t 
leave?” 


“No, he isn’t going anyplace. Besides, we might leave by boat and 
won't need him anyway.” Anna quickened her step and the two men 
followed her down a bush-lined path. 


As the three approached the lagoon, Anna motioned for the men to 
stay close to her. 


They could just make out the beach and the two Seafires. They 
walked slowly to the edge of the trees. She could see Max lying in a 
canvas beach chair, apparently asleep. He was wearing a bathing suit 
and it was obvious his few days in the sun had given him anasty sunburn. 
Anna couldn’t see anyone else in the beach area. 

She walked down the beach toward Max, telling the guards to be on 
the alert for anyone else. “So, Max, this is how you spend your time on 
my payroll,” Anna said with a smile. 

Max jumped a foot in the air, awakened from a deep sleep. He 
hurriedly got up from the canvas chair and stood facing Anna as though 
he were a schoolboy facing a reprimand. 

“Miss Anna!” 

““Where’s Karl?” 

“He went to North Caicos to see Miss Mulligan.” 

““What’s she doing there?” 


“He wanted to keep her out of the way while he made his connec- 
tion.” 


“Tell me about his connection, Max.” 
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After Max told Anna about Karl’s connection, she decided to let Karl 
go ahead with it. After all, five million dollars was five million dollars. 
But she was disturbed by the news Max had given her that Chris was 
pregnant; she couldn’t believe that her bastard brother had done this to 
her best friend. Anna would go to North Caicos and wait for the 
Opportunity to settle up with Karl. One thing was certain, her future was 
uncertain as long as Karl was alive. 


Meanwhile, in the Seafire, Charlie was awakened by the sound of 
voices. He hadn’t heard the skiff return, so he slowly raised his head 
above the edge of the cockpit to see who was on the beach. Max was 
talking to a woman with blonde hair; she was dressed in black and wore 
large sunglasses. There were two priests with her, but he couldn’t see 
them well because they were standing in the trees. 


Max pointed toward North Caicos, then down the beach toward 
Provo. He threw the palms of his hands up in the air, then he pointed 
again. The woman was obviously asking him questions and Max was 
shaking his head and doing a lot of pointing. Maybe they were tourists 
asking directions, but what would two priests be doing with a woman 
out here in the middle of nowhere. He couldn’t hear what they were 
saying, so he lowered his head and lay back down on the cushion. Max 
could handle it; Charlie decided he didn’t want to get involved. The 
important thing was to get some sleep. 


Anna and her two goons left Max and returned to the jet. The pilot 
was standing near the door when they approached. 


“Check your chart, we’re going to North Caicos,” Anna ordered, 
getting into the jet. 


The pilot took a closer look at the two priests as they climbed aboard 
the jet. They looked like two wild dogs waiting to be unleashed. 
Whatever he felt, he certainly wasn’t about to show it. He climbed aboard 
and looked at his chart. 


“The North Caicos airport is only ten miles from here. I won’t even 
have time to raise the gear, just up and down. We’ll probably have to 
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clear Customs and Immigration there. There might be a problem with 
your guns.” 


“Don’t you worry about it; just get us there,” Anna commanded the 
pilot, her patience on edge. She put her head back against the headrest. 
She hadn’t slept in a bed for two days. She was tired and irritable; soon, 
she would have to sleep. She couldn’t afford to make any mistakes at 
this juncture in her life. She decided to check into the local hotel for the 
night and settle up with Karl the following day. 


The sun was just over the tops of the trees when the skiff returned 
with Peter and Karl. Karl decided that he would have Charlie go back to 
Provo with him that night. There was little Charlie could do to cause 
trouble as long as Chris was safely tucked away where Charlie couldn’t 
get to her. He wanted everything to appear normal to the people on the 
Gambler’s Lady until the deal was completed. Charlie could help him 
bring the prop back the next morning, spend the day getting the Seafires 
ready, and make their connection the next evening with the Lady. After 
the delivery he would get rid of both of them. - 


Karl was disappointed with Chris; he had decided she and Charlie 
_would both have to be disposed of. The bitch wouldn’t let him touch her, 
even after all he had done for her. Life would be a lot simpler if he just 
took the gold, Karl thought, smiling to himself. He would invent a story 
to tell Anna about how her friend drowned in the midst of the ocean 
crossing. Maybe he could even talk Anna into making up. Regardless, 
Soon it would all be over and he would be a very wealthy man. 


The next morning, Charlie and Karl were eating breakfast in the hotel 
when Peter arrived with the Bill of Lading for the prop. He pulled back 
a chair and slouched down in it as if he were leaning against a tree in his 
own back yard. 


“Customs has de prop. Yuh wan’ me to get it?” Peter asked. 


Karl looked at the native boy with disgust. The words respect and 
manners were obviously not in his vocabulary. “Are there any forms to 
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fill out?” Karl asked, knowing there must be and that Peter probably 
couldn’t cope with paperwork anyway. 


“Suppose so,” Peter said. “Never picked anythin’ up at Customs 
afore,” he grinned. | 


Karl turned to Charlie. “Mr. Tipton, I want you to go with Peter to 
the Custom’s warehouse and complete the necessary papers, then bring 


the prop back to the boat. I’1l wait for you there.” 


“Let’s go,” Peter grinned at Charlie, still feeling important, as if — 
everything depended on him. 


It was a ten minute ride to the little building that housed all of the 
government offices: Customs, Immigration, the District Commissioner, 
Post Office and the only public toilet on Provo. Charlie and Peter got out 
of the taxi and told the driver to wait. 

They entered the Customs’ office and were greeted by a young man 
Charlie guessed to be in his early twenties. He had a blank look on his 
face and stared straight past Charlie when Charlie addressed him. 


“T want to pick up a boat prop that was flown in this morning. I have 
the Bill of Lading here,” Charlie smiled cordially. 


“We don’t keep freight here,” the Customs’ officer answered. 
“Well, where can I pick it up,” Charlie asked. 
“At de airport warehouse.” 


“Thank you,” Charlie said, tuming toward the door, feeling there 
was still more to be said. 


“Yuh need paperwork from the printer before yuh can get it,” the 
agent said as Charlie started through the door. 


Charlie stopped and turned back to the officer. “Do I fill out papers 
here?” 
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“Yes, if yuh wan’ your freight, suh.” 
Charlie was in controlled composure mode. “Where is the printer?” 


_ “Taxi can show yuh.” The Customs’ officer still hadn’t cracked a 
smile and hadn’t looked at Charlie once. 


Five minutes later Charlie walked into a small garage-type building 
that smelled of ink and paper, the “Sir Speedy” of the Turks & Caicos, 
he thought. Charlie was surprised when the young native boy behind the 
counter smiled and said “Good morning.” 


This is more like it, Charlie thought. “Good morning,” Charlie 
answered. “You’re a switch.” 


“What do yuh mean?” the boy asked. 
“Never mind. I need a Customs’ entry form.” 


“Sure ting.” The boy reached under the counter and handed Charlie 
a pad of one hundred forms. “That’ll be five dollars.” 


“T only need one,” Charlie said. 

“Yuh need three, if yuh don’t make no mistakes.” 
“Can’t I buy just three?” 

“Nope,” the boy said, still smiling from ear-to-ear. 


Charlie looked at the boy and laughed. “Here’s five dollars. Your 
smile is worth that much.” 


Charlie and Peter returned to Customs, and after fifteen minutes of 
answering questions and signing documents, the agent stamped three 
copies of everything with three different rubber stamps, charged one- 
hundred twenty-five dollars in duty, made out a receipt in duplicate and 
stamped it, then told Charlie he could go to the Custom’s warehouse and 
pick up the prop. 
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“Glad I don’t have to go through this all the time,” Charlie laughed 
as he gathered his paperwork and climbed in the taxi for the trip to the 
Custom’s warehouse. And it would be funny, Charlie thought, if Chris 
were Safe. 


As the taxi pulled up to the dock, Charlie saw Karl talking to Craig. 
He knew things were coming to a head, he just hoped the right hand 
knew what the left hand was doing. Charlie helped Peter carry the heavy 
prop down the dock to the Seafire. Karl walked up to them as they were 
loading it onto the boat. 


“Peter, go find Louis so we can gas up and get going.” 


After Peter took off, Karl turned to Charlie. ““The Gambler’s Lady is 
pulling out now and will anchor off the cut at Water Cay tonight. We’ll 
meet them just after dark, make the delivery, then be on our way.” Karl 
had a satisfied smile on his face, as if things were finally going his way. 
“As soon as we refuel, we’ll go to the lagoon and put the new prop on 
the other boat, then bring that boat back here to fuel up. This time 
tomorrow we'll be in Nassau,” Karl stated. 


“What about Chris?” Charlie asked. 
“We'll pick her up on the way to Nassau.” 


Peter returned with Louis, stopping Charlie from objecting. There 
was no reason for Chris to make the hard journey on the boat to Nassau. 
She could fly just as easily. 


As they were putting fuel into the Seafire, Charlie watched the Lady 
pull away from the dock. Charlie waved to the crew on the bridge as they 
passed by. He could see everyone, except Ed, who was probably down 
below staying out of sight. 


Jack and Sandy waved back at Charlie, giving him a surreptitious 


thumbs up as they went by. Charlie breathed a sign of relief knowing 
that must mean they found Chris. 
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Shortly after noon, they had the new prop on the Seafire. They 
pushed it off the beach into deep water and Charlie started the engine. It 
roared to life and Charlie and Karl headed back to Turtle Cove to refuel 


the heavily loaded second boat, leaving Max behind to guard the other 
Seafire. 


As they approached the cut leading into Turtle Cove, Charlie noticed 
that their speed was considerably less compared to the other Seafire. This 
one might have trouble doing eighty knots, he thought. Entering the cut 
Karl instructed Charlie to turn toward a group of shacks on the beach, 
instead of going into Turtle Cove. Charlie could see an old wooden pier 
jutting out from shore about fifty feet. There was a large silver truck 
waiting on the beach near the end of the pier. 


“There’s the av gas for the next leg of our journey,” Karl said, 
smiling. 


Charlie was worried. Karl was full of surprises. Evidently, he had 
done some planning ahead without telling him. He just hoped there 
weren't any more surprises that could screw up Charlie’s plans. 


After they had refueled and returned to the lagoon, Karl made sure 
Max had cleaned up the beach and was ready to leave. He turned to 
Charlie and said, “I want you to take Max to Provo and clear out of the 
country with Customs and Immigrations. Tell them you want clearance 
to the Bahamas, but don’t mention a specific island. Encourage them to 
check the hold so they’! know it’s empty.” 


“What do we do after we’ ve cleared Customs?” Charlie asked, trying 
to get all the information he could out of Karl. 


“Take the boat outside the reef and cruise slowly toward North 
Caicos. Max will have the radio and I’ll notify him what to do.” 


“What about Chris?” Charlie asked. “Why don’t we have her fly to 
Nassau from Provo? There’s no reason for her to come on the boat.” 


“Tl go get her before I make the delivery to the Gambler’s Lady. 
You'll be together before you know it.” Karl laughed a mean laugh. 
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Fat chance, Charlie thought. He just hoped Craig and his crew on 
the Lady knew what they were doing. 


“As soon as we get to Nassau I'll settle with you and Chris about 
your gold. Then you can catch a plane from there to the States. You may 
leave now,” Karl ordered. 


Max and Charlie pulled up the anchor on the empty Seafire and set 


out for Provo. Charlie watched as Karl and Peter prepared the other 
Seafire to cast off; he was afraid he would never see Chris again. 
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Chris sat on one of the sand dunes in front of the cottage, scanning 
the horizon for signs of her rescuers. It was noon and she was getting 
anxious and tired. She had stayed awake much of the night, hoping that 
her ordeal would be ended soon. But no one followed the glow of the 
candles she had placed in the windows and she had finally fallen asleep 
before dawn. When she awoke hours later, she was initially afraid that 
She had been left behind, but she remembered the reassuring look the 
young man named Jack had given her and she knew he would be back. 


She thought she saw a boat on the horizon so she grabbed a floppy 
hat and her sunglasses and ran down to the beach. She didn’t want to 
miss them for any reason. After about a mile, she could see an inflatable 
dinghy with a powerful motor coming toward her, parallel to the 
shoreline. As it drew near she recognized Jack from the sailboat and 
another man. She waved to them and they turned the dinghy toward the 
beach, cutting the motor as it drew near to shore. 


“Hi, Chris,” Jack yelled. “You ready to get off this island?” 
“I’m ready!” she yelled back, laughing out loud, happy and relieved 
to be with someone she could trust. As she started to climb into the 


dinghy she stopped short. “What about my luggage? It’s still in the 
house.” 
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“Hop in, we’ll go get it,” Jack said. Chris climbed into the dinghy 
while Jack pushed it into deeper water before starting the motor. “Chris, 
this is Mark, another member of the Lady’s crew.” 


“Nice to meet you, Mark. I’m so glad to see you both.” 


“Well, we know someone who is going to be glad to see you too. 
How far is the house?” 


‘About a mile down the beach.” 


It took them about five minutes to reach the cottage and pull the boat 
onto the beach. 


“My luggage is all packed, just one suitcase and an overnight bag in 
the bedroom.” Chris said, starting to climb out of the boat. 


“Sit still,” Jack said. “I'll get it.” 


Chris and Mark waited in the dinghy while Jack ran up to the beach 
house. Just as Jack entered the house he heard a car with a noisy muffler 
pulling up outside the front of the house. He looked through the kitchen 
window and saw two men dressed as priests and a woman getting out of 
a dilapidated taxi. Jack watched with surprise as the priests pulled 
automatic pistols from under their jackets. The woman was carrying a 
small machine gun, cradled under one arm. Deciding he was outgunned 
and that the luggage could be replaced, he ran out the back door leading 
to the beach, just in time so as not to be seen. 


Chris and Mark were surprised when Jack suddenly came running 
down the side of the sand dune, motioning to Mark to get going with his 
finger on his lip warning them to be quiet. The sand dunes between the 
house and the beach protected them from discovery as they motored 
away from the beach. 


Once they were a safe distance from the house, Jack asked Chris, 
“Were you expecting any company?” 
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“No. Not unless it was Karl. He is the only one that knows I was 
here. Besides, he would come by boat.” 


“Two armed priests and a blonde with a machine gun pulled up in a 
taxi just as I walked into the house. Sorry, I left your luggage behind.” 


“Don’t worry, let’s just get away from here.” Chris reassured him. 


Fifteen minutes later they boarded the Gambler’s Lady riding com- 
fortably at anchor just outside the reef between Provo and Water Cay. 
Craig and Ed gave Chris a hug and kiss, assuring her she was safe and 
that her ordeal was almost over. After hearing about the priests and 
woman from Jack, pl all agreed they should report to Ken for further 
instructions. 


Ken’s voice was loud and clear coming over the radio. He didn’t 
know who they were but suggested they be kept under surveillance, that 
they were possibly connected to Karl. 


Jack and Mark pulled the dinghy up on the beach and out of sight 
behind a thick clump of sea grass. They slowly made their way to the 
sand dunes between the house and beach where they split up and each 
went to opposite sides of the house, staying low in the brush growing 
wild in the sandy soil. Just as they reached the house they heard the roar 
of an engine approaching from the sea. Jack looked through his 
binoculars and could just make out Karl and a native boy in the cockpit. 
Jack motioned to Mark to lie still and wait. 


Karl shut down the Seafire’s engine short of the beach and Peter 
threw out the anchor. 


“Wait here,” Karl ordered, jumping down into waist-deep water. Not 
expecting anyone but Chris to be in the house, he waded ashore and 
walked briskly up the path toward the house. Just as he stepped onto the 
porch, the door was flung open and Karl was suddenly looking into the 
muzzle of an automatic pistol held by one of Anna’s goons. Karl slowly 

raised his hands in the air. 
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“Come in Karl,” Anna commanded. 


“Anna? What are you doing here?” Karl was shocked and started to 
put his hands down. 


“Keep ’em in the air,” one of the goons ordered. 
Karl looked in amazement at Anna. 

‘“‘What the hell is going on here?” 

“T’ll ask the questions. Where is Chris?” 


“T don’t know. I thought she was here. How did you know Chris...?” 
he started to ask but was cut short by Anna. 


“Karl, you cheated me, and now you’re trying to cheat my best friend 
Chris. You have put me in a very tenuous position with two of my main 
suppliers and it is going to cost me dearly to undo the damage you’ve 
done.” 


‘“‘What are you talking about? What do you mean ‘Your suppliers?’” 
Then the light started to dawn on Karl and he became defensive. “I had 
no idea it was you I was dealing with, it was always some priest. If [had 
known, I promise you...” 


Outside, Jack crawled across the small yard, making his way to some 
bushes under an open window, in order to hear what was being said 
inside. A woman’s voice could be heard. 

“Shut up,” Anna said. “It doesn’t make any difference what you 
thought. It just proves again that you can’t be trusted. You have placed 
all our lives in jeopardy.” 


“But I didn’t know.” Karl pleaded. 


“Where is the shipment?” 
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“In the boat,” Karl answered, now ready to do anything to save his 
own skin. 


“Get the shipment out of the boat and bring it to the car,” she ordered. 


“But I have a delivery to make in thirty minutes,” he argued. “Ten 
million dollars. We could make it together, split it, fifty-fifty.” 


“You’ve made your last delivery,” she screamed. “Now, do as I say. 
Unload the boat and put the shipment in the car.” 


Her rage carried to Jack hiding outside the open window. It sounded 
as though Karl was not long for this world. Lying on his stomach, Jack 
crawled back to the edge of the house and peered around the corner. He 
watched Karl walk to the Seafire with the two priests right behind him, 
guns pointed at his back. 


Karl waded into the water and climbed onto the boat. Peter was 
open-mouthed, staring at the two men with guns. Suddenly, the Seafire’s 
engine roared to life. Peter sprang to the bow of the boat, moving faster 
than he had ever moved in his life, trying to get the anchor free. 


Within seconds Karl had grabbed a gun and opened fire on the two 
‘men dressed as priests. One fell into the surf, blood spurting from a 
wound in his face. He was dead before he hit the water. The second man 
opened fire on Karl, his gun waving back and forth, rather than straight 
ahead at one target. He hit Karl with the first burst and, at the same time, 
was hit by Karl’s deadly fire. Karl shot him once again as he hit the water, 
turning the surf a crimson red. : 


The boat was swinging free; Karl saw Peter lying on top of the 
anchor. Wounded in the shoulder and bleeding heavily, Karl headed the 
boat toward the cut in the reef. He yelled at Peter to come steer, then 
realized that Peter was lying in a puddle of his own blood, dead. 


He pushed the throttle all the way forward. The Seafire leaped out 


of the water, then leveled out gaining speed across the light chop leading 
toward the cut. Peter’s body fell into the sea as the Seafire bounced across 
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the swells. Karl knew he had to get to a doctor right away, he was losing 
blood fast. He reached for the radio. 


“Max, come in. Max, come in.” He shouted into the radio. 
“This is Max, go ahead,” he answered. 


“Max, I’ve been hurt, meet me outside the reef in front of the house. 
I’ll be heading toward Provo. Meet me quickly. 


Charlie and Max were idling slowly outside the reef. The Gambler’s 
Lady was anchored a few hundred yards away, rolling slowly back and 
forth in the swells that had been gradually increasing since morning. 


“Did you hear that?” Max asked Charlie. 


Charlie nodded, pushing the throttle forward. They passed the Lady 
doing about sixty knots. Charlie hoped they were paying attention. About 
three minutes later they sighted the other Seafire. 


“There he is,’’ Max shouted, pointing. 


“T’ll slow down as soon as he sees us,” Charlie yelled back at Max. 
They were drawing closer to the other boat. Karl saw them and reduced 
power, allowing the Seafire to gradually settle in the water. The two boats 
slowly came together and Max grabbed a line hanging in the water off 
Karl’s boat. Charlie could see that Karl was bleeding as they came 
together. 


“Max, you come with me. Get to a doctor. You go back to the lagoon, 
Tipton. Wait for us there,’ Karl said, just before he passed out. Max 
jumped to the other Seafire and grabbing the wheel, pushed the throttle 
forward and headed toward Provo. 


Ed and Craig were sitting on the afterdeck of the Gambler’s Lady 
when Connie hurried up the companionway to join them. 
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“One of the Seafires is coming this way fast,” she said, pointing 
toward the north. 


They all watched as the Seafire sped past them, heading toward 
Provo. It was running just outside the reef, erratically jumping across the 
five foot swells. The swells were causing the prop to cavitate, and as a 
result, they could hear the Seafire’s engine racing, even from that 
distance. Ed grabbed a set of binoculars and watched for a few moments. 


“It’s a man I’ve never seen before,” continuing to watch through the 
glasses. “She could blow up if he doesn’t back off pretty soon, the seas 
are too rough and that gear box can’t handle the erratic RPM’s. The 
engine sounds like it’s trying to shake itself out of the boat.” 


The words were scarcely out of his mouth when the Seafire exploded 
into a huge ball of flame, showering the ocean with two hundred gallons 
of blazing hundred octane gas. Almost as quickly as it happened, it was 
over. There were just a few burning pieces floating in the water. 


By the time Charlie had picked up Ed and Craig to go back and look 
for survivors again, there were only a few cushions and one empty life 
ring floating, along with a million pieces of splintered wood and 
fiberglass. The rest was in a thousand feet of water. 


_ “Later, maybe we can take the dinghy in through the reef and search 
the beach, just in case. I don’t want to risk taking the Seafire in these 
swells.” Charlie commented. 


They slowly circled the area for fifteen minutes, in case something 

_ floated to the surface. The men were silent, lost in their own thoughts of 

what had happened, when the peace and quiet was interrupted by the 

blast of a jet engine. They watched the plane pass overhead, then headed 
back to Craig’s yacht. 


As the Seafire pulled up alongside the Lady, Charlie saw Chris 
standing by the rail. The look on her face said it all. She knew she had 
lost everything on the one hand, but she had gained her absolute freedom 
to be with Charlie on the other. Her face showed a mixture of relief, 


sadness, and resignation. 
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After tying the Seafire to the stern of the Lady, Charlie climbed 
aboard and went immediately to Chris, still standing by the rail staring 
at the reef in the distance, where Karl had perished. He held Chris close 
for a long time knowing her nerves were shattered. They were both 
exhausted, but their ordeal was over. 


“We'll have a good meal and a good night’s rest and, tomorrow, we’ ll 
talk about the future and going home.” Charlie comforted Chris. 


“Charlie, I think everything has happened for the best.” 


He knew she was referring to losing her gold. He kissed her cheek, 
wet with tears. 


“Everything will look better after a good night’s rest,” he assured 
her. 


They turned at the sound of an outboard motor approaching. It was 
Jack and Mark returning from the beach house. 


Later, in the main saloon, Jack and Mark told everyone about the 
shootout and the two dead men dressed as priests. They had gone after 
the woman but she had escaped in a car, was probably in the jet that took 
off. The identification of the two dead men had already been checked 
out as phony and they never had a glimpse of the woman. 


After talking to Ken on the radio and assured that he would take care 


of all details with the local Government, the entire crew relaxed, and it 
wasn't long before everyone was sound asleep. 
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Charlie rolled over in the bunk. He suddenly realized he was not in 
a hotel bed; this was smaller, and there was someone else in it with him. 
Plus, he still had his clothes on. Then he remembered where he was. He 
_ Sat up on the bed and stretched; he felt as if he hadn’t moved the entire 
night. He turned and looked at Chris, still sound asleep. Well, he would 
let her sleep. Last night, after the realization sank in that their ordeal was 
over and they were back in the real world, they had both crashed. 


Quietly, he made his way to the head, a shower was definitely in 
order; it would help wash away the cobwebs. As he showered he thought 
about his plans for the day. Ken had already notified the Chief Minister 
on Grand Turk of what had happened and who the people were aboard 
the Gambler’s Lady. There would be no charges brought against anyone 
under any circumstances. In other words, General Canfield had ordered, 
“Hands off my people. If you have a problem, call me at the Pentagon.” 
Charlie had to grin at the thought of anyone on Grand Turk calling the 
Pentagon. He remembered the first time he tried to call Ken there. 


Today, the others would scour the beach areas for bodies and other 
things that might have washed up over night. Tomorrow, they would 
meet with the local officials, to brief them and answer their questions, 
then home. But, Charlie thought, today he and Chris would have some 
fun; they deserved a day off. His thoughts were interrupted by a knock 
on the door, it was Chris. 
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“Are you rested?” He asked as he pulled her into the shower with 
him. 


“Oh yes, what do you have in mind?” 


He took her in his arms, holding her close as the water sprayed lightly 
on their skin. Hungrily, they kissed; breakfast could wait. Last night they 
had made love as two people who have narrowly escaped with their lives; 
they were consumed with the desire for each other, eager to share, frantic 
with energy. This morning, there was only a slow urgency to their 
lovemaking, a pleasure in each other they took time to explore. 


At breakfast they joined Ed and Craig who had lingered over several 
cups of coffee. 


“T guess I should call Anna and tell her about Karl,” Chris said, 
feeling grief for Anna and pity for Karl. “They were very close and cared 
a lot for each other.” 


“Why don’t you wait until tomorrow when we’re back on Provo. We 
should know by then if there is a body,” Craig suggested. 


She nodded her head in agreement, knowing one more day would 
not make any difference. 


“What are you going to do today?” Ed asked Charlie. 


“‘T want to take Chris for a spin in the Seafire before we have to turn 
it over to the local authorities. Maybe show her this great snorkeling spot 
I found, maybe catch a few lobster for dinner tonight. We’Il pack a picnic 
lunch to take along, if you can spare us for the day.” Charlie winked at 
Craig. 


“Hey, youre off duty, even though you were never on. I’ll get Pancho 
to cook you something and pack a basket.” 


After breakfast Charlie and Chris loaded the Seafire with everything 
they would need for a day and a picnic. They were both anxious to get 
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away together, alone. As Charlie was helping Chris down the ladder into 
the Seafire’s cockpit, Ed handed Charlie a hand-held radio. 


“We'll be standing by on channel sixteen, just in case.” He grinned 
at Charlie, knowing the radio was the last thing he wanted to disturb their 
privacy. 

“You sure know how to ruin a guy’s peace and quiet, don’t you?” 
Charlie grinned, as he jumped onto the bow of the Seafire and untied a 
line. 

Charlie started the powerful engine and slowly idled away from the 
Lady. Gradually, he increased power until they were planing smoothly. 
He slowly turned toward the hidden lagoon and Chris knew immediately 
_ where they were going to spend the day. 


~I was hoping you might come here today. It truly will be a paradise 
now.” 


It was low tide when they pulled the boat onto a spit of sand and dug 
the anchor in. 


“We can leave the boat like this for the rest of the day. She’ll float 
off at high tide, but she’s anchored firm,” Charlie observed as he 
unloaded the boat. He handed Chris the beach chairs, the ice chest, and 
picnic basket, and they set up camp under a huge banana tree. 

“Wish we had some music.” Chris said. 


“Open the cooler.” 


Pulling off the lid she found a tape deck and assorted tapes wrapped 
in plastic on top of the ice. 


“Lovely, and champagne too.” 


Charlie laughed and turned on the tape deck. 
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“Hope you like music from the fifties,” he laughed. “I am an old man 
you know.” 


Chris smiled and poured two glasses of champagne. 


“I know this is a little early, but maybe it will soothe a case of 
shattered nerves.” 


“T’ll drink to that.”’ Charlie replied. 


They were quiet for a few minutes, enjoying the moment, and the 
seclusion and beauty of their surroundings. Finally, Chris broke the 
silence. 


“Charlie, it seems like ten years ago when we were together in Fort 
Lauderdale. I think we need to talk. I know you’ve been through a lot. 
for me and it was all for nothing, I’m concerned about us. I mean... last 
night and this morning were wonderful, but with the baby...” 


Charlie looked at Chris, seeing the anxiety in her beautiful green 
eyes. He knew what the wrong answer could do to her right now, She 
was very close to the edge, having been through a lot more than Charlie 
in the past few weeks. He took her hands in his and continued looking 
into her eyes, thinking how they reflected the color of the water in the 
lagoon. 


“You know Chris, I’ve never done so much, for so little. It’s going 
to take you the rest of your life to make it up to me,” he smiled, squeezing 
her hands. 


The look on Charlie’s face was all Chris needed. A large tear 
appeared at the corner of one eye and slowly ran down her cheek. 


“T guess I just needed to hear you say it,” she softly cried. 
After a few minutes, Charlie asked, 


“What would you like to do when we get back to the States?” 
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“I would like to fix up your little house in Fort Lauderdale so your 
son will feel at home when we take him home from the hospital.” 


“I hope we can afford it. You know, I’m not on the payroll at the 
factory yet.” 


“I’m not worried, I know you’ll make it some way. Besides, I have 
a little saved up that we can live on for awhile. You can have it all, 
Charlie,” Chris responded, her face dead serious. 


He knew he was going to make it too. He felt sure of himself and 
the self-confidence flowed through him for the first time in years. 


“Let’s go for a swim!” Charlie said, pulling Chris to her feet. He 
grabbed his mask and fins and ran to the edge of the water. Chris was 
right behind him with her mask on and her fins in her hand. They dove 
in and swam about twenty feet from shore. Suddenly, Charlie stopped 
and treaded water. 

“How long can you hold your breath?” he grinned at Chris. 

“As long as you can I bet,” she challenged. 

“Will you marry me?” 


“Yes! Yes! Yes!” she answered with joy. 


___ “Good. Take a deep breath and follow me. Ihave a wedding present 
for you from Davy Jones.” 


““Who’s Davy Jones?” 


“T’Il explain later, just stay close to me.” He took a deep breath and 
dove beneath the surface, heading down through the crystal clear water. 
She swam easily behind him, watching him as he stopped at a large piece 
of dead coral and pulled at it with his hands, moving it aside. He started 
Sweeping sand aside with his hands. 
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Chris’s eyes opened wide with disbelief and excitement as she saw 
the lettering on the top of abox ACME TOOL. Almost choking, she had 
to surface. As soon as Charlie broke through the surface of the water, 
she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him on the mouth, driving 
him under water again. 


“You wonderful man. I’ll accept the present on one condition.” 
““What’s that?” 


“That you share it with me in every way, every penny.” She couldn’t 
stop shaking and laughing as she held onto Charlie. 


“Tf you don’t drown me first, [Il tie a line around the box and bring 
it ashore.” 


After a great deal of exertion, they finally pulled the box onto the 
beach. Charlie unfastened the screws on the lid and pulled it off revealing 
two smaller boxes wrapped with electrical tape. They took the two small 
boxes out and discovered several layers of gold ingots. As Chris cut off 
the electrical tape around the first box, Charlie counted the ingots, 
placing them on the lid of the box. 


“IT calculate one hundred pounds. Or, to put it in the vulgar sense, 
roughly half a million dollars, give or take a hundred thousand. 


Chris was struggling with the wet boxes. Her mouth dropped open 
as she managed to pry the lid off the first box. It was full of diamonds 
of all sizes, from a pencil eraser to a quarter. The brilliance was blinding. 


“Oh, my Lord!” was all she could say. 


“That ought to keep the home fires burning for awhile.” Charlie 
joked. 


Chris handed the box of diamonds to Charlie and started opening the 
second box. She gasped once again when the lid came off. It was full of 
emeralds, all cut and polished to perfection. They sat and stared at the 
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open boxes and the gold, completely speechless. They began holding 
various stones to the light and running their fingers through them. 


“It’s a good thing you didn’t tell Karl about the diamonds, he might 
have opened the box. 


“What are we going to do with this? How are we going to get it to 
the States?” 


“T’ve been thinking about that. If we take it all to the States on the 
Gambler's Lady, we'll have tax problems when we convert the gold to 
cash. I think we should leave the gold here in the bank on Provo, maybe 
even some of the jewels, until we find out how to do it properly.” Chris 
nodded her understanding. 


“Why don’t you pick out the stones you want to take with you and 
we ll put the rest with the gold into Barclay’s Bank on Provo.” 


“Will you help me pick them out?” 
“Sure, just like I know what I’m doing.” he laughed. 
After they loaded the box onto the boat they celebrated with more 
champagne. Soon, they moved from the chairs to the cool sand, as close 
as they could get to each other. They made plans for the future, they 


kissed, they made love. Then to make up for lost time they made love 
again. They were both in ecstasy, deliriously content with each other. 
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The wedding guests were beginning to arrive aboard the Gambler’s 
_ Lady. Docked back at Pier 66 in Fort Lauderdale, the private yacht was 
now the luxurious setting for the wedding of Charlie Tipton and Chris 
Mulligan. The fantail was draped in garlands of gardenias, Cole Porter 
tunes rippled from the piano in the main saloon, A waiter in formal attire 
circulated champagne in Waterford flutes, and Pancho, the Chinese cook 
and man-servant of Craig Golden, resplendent in his Oriental robes, kept 
the silver chafing dishes filled with exotic morsels such as lobster 
mousse and shrimp scandia. 


The wedding brunch was proving to be a success for the wedding 
party gathering on board the yacht. The hum of intimate conversations 
mixed with the tinkle of crystal and silver. For many of the guests, this 
was their first time on board the Gambler’s Lady and they were intrigued 
and occupied with the ship’s staterooms, electronics, and brightwork. 
Others who were more acquainted with the yacht were preoccupied with 
the events of the past few months leading to the wedding. 


Craig Golden, ever the congenial and gracious host, was checking 
_ with Pancho while Charlie and Ed paced the afterdeck, each showing a 


slight case of nerves. 


“Hey, Charlie, take it easy. This isn’t your first time getting married, 
it shouldn’t be that hard.” Ed teased. 
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“Easy for you to say.” Charlie replied as he looked over the rail, 
waiting for his bride to appear. He turned to talk to Ed and noticed 
General Canfield in the saloon; cornered by the banker, Warren Goetz 
and his wife. 


“Ed, why don’t you rescue Ken and have him join us here; tell him 
I want to discuss something personal with him.” 


Ed nodded and grinned. When he came back with Ken, he smiled 
and said, 


“Thanks, Charlie, I was running out of things to talk about, bankers 
make me nervous. I guess that’s one of the reasons I stayed in service, 
didn’t have to deal with them.” 


“T really did want to ask you something.” Charlie said, as he looked 
around making sure they were not overheard. “What have you been able 
to find out about Anna?” 


“Not a damn thing. She appears to be clean as a whistle. She owns 
a fancy restaurant in London, supposed to be Prince Charlie’s favorite 
hang out. She owns some property in the States, mostly the stuff she 
inherited from her brother, Karl. The IRS has already determined they 
have no claim on the estate other than normal inheritance taxes. If we 
could have indicted Karl before he was killed, then the IRS could have 
grabbed everything. As it is, she got it all.” Ken shrugged and took a long 
swallow from his glass. 


“Anna doesn’t seem too upset about losing her brother.” Ed 
reflected. 


“T wouldn’t miss that bastard either.” answered Ken. 
“Too bad we couldn’t find his body.” Charlie remarked. 


“Chris said there was no one at the memorial service except her and 
Anna, and she didn’t shed a tear.” 


“Too bad Chris doesn’t have a family.” Ken said. 
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“Won't be long before she has a new family all her own.” laughed 
Ed, knowing he was soon to be a godfather. 


“Not to change the subject, Charlie, and this is completely off the 
record, but would you please tell me how the hell you are going to get 
all that gold out of Provo and into the States without tax problems?” Ken 
asked. 


Charlie smiled. “I’m still working on that.” 
“Speaking of gold.” Ed interrupted, ““Where’s the ring?” 


Charlie pulled a small box out of his pocket and handed it to Ed. He 
opened the box and gasped, then showed it to Ken. The ring was half an 
inch wide and encrusted with diamonds and one large emerald. 


“Wait till you see what Chris is wearing around her neck, it matches 
the ring. 


“Speaking of beautiful people and things, here they both come now.” 
Ed said. 


Everyone turned and admired the two beautiful women as they 
approached the gangway, where Craig was waiting to escort them 
aboard. The remainder of the wedding party, about thirty of their closest 
friends, were gathered on the afterdeck where the ceremony would take 
place. Charlie stood at the top of the gangway; he felt contented and 
completely absorbed with the woman he was about to marry. This new 
partnership was better than any deal he had ever made. 


The wedding ceremony was short, the reception lasted till the middle 
of the afternoon, and everyone agreed...Charlie and Chris were made 
for each other. 


As they were leaving and saying their goodbys on the dock to Ed, 


Craig, and Anna, someone screamed, time stood still, and instant con- 
fusion reigned. 
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A man dressed in jeans and a t-shirt darted onto the dock, an 
automatic pistol in his hands. He planted his feet and pointed the gun at 
Anna. 


“From your brother.” he growled. 


At the same instant, Charlie and Ed threw themselves at the two 
women, knocking them to the ground. Everyone else froze. It seemed to 
Charlie as if everything was happening in slow motion, with screams 
sounding in the distance. From the comer of his eye he saw Craig fall to 
the ground. He heard Ed yell to the other guests to take cover. He tried 
to will himself to act, to do something, anything, but all he could do was 
stay on the ground next to Chris and Anna. 


It was over as suddenly as it had begun. The man with the gun turned 
and ran down the dock, disappearing into the parking lot. Charlie rolled 
Chris off of Anna. He heard voices behind him, “Call the police, get an 
ambulance.” 


Ken went to Craig while Charlie knelt beside Chris and Anna. Ed 
rolled away and as he turned he saw the horror in Charlie’s eyes. Chris’s 
white dress was red with blood. He saw Anna slowly sit up, apparently 
unhurt. Chris lay silent in Charlie’s arms. 


Ed placed a hand on Charlie’s shoulder. 


“Charlie, the ambulance is coming, don’t move her.” Asiren sounded 
in the distance. 


Charlie glanced toward Craig. Blood soaked the arm of his tuxedo 
and he was holding his arm against his body, at least he was standing. 
Anna stood nearby holding onto a piling. There was a look of fear or 
perhaps hatred on her face. He looked back at Chris. 


Her eyes fluttered...he squeezed her hand. The sirens were coming 
closer. 


Six long hours later, Chris gave birth to a lovely, healthy, but 
premature baby girl. 
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Buffeted by head winds and converging air currents, the twin engine 
airplane approached the Exumas, a chain of small islands and cays south 
of Nassau. The ancient plane had been used during World War II as a 
twin-engine trainer called the C45. Then came a series of modifications. 
In the fifties it was transformed into a plush six passenger private plane, 
then the seventies found it modified again as a cargo plane. In the early 
eighties the present owner and pilot began using it as a combination 
passenger and freight plane, flying back and forth weekly between Fort 
Lauderdale, Florida and Providenciales in the Turks and Caicos Islands. 


Today, forty-five years after it had rolled off the assembly line in 
Wichita, Kansas, the little plane bucked up and down, its tenth pair of 
engines straining and leaking oil badly. It carried not only the pilot and 
seven passengers, but also their luggage, a case of whiskey for the Turtle 
Cove Inn, a battery for a bulldozer, and two cases of oil for the plane’s 
return trip to Florida. 


The pilot, Ed Boynton, was nonchalantly reading the Miami Herald 
newspaper and occasionally looking up at the instruments and the 
horizon. In the co-pilot’s seat was the case of whiskey with three 
Suitcases strapped on top. 


Normally the flight took about three and a half hours but today it 
was going to be closer to four because of the strong head winds. 
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Apparently the pilot was unconcerned and confident he had enough fuel 
to make it all the way to Providenciales. However, there was one 
passenger in the back of the plane that was very concerned— Charles 
W. Tipton, United States Air Force, retired. Seven thousand hours of 
flying time, he was about to be airsick for the first time. 


Sitting in the seat behind the pilot a native woman continuously 
fussed with a squirming infant (actually passenger number eight) in her 
lap. About two hours out of Florida she decided to change the baby’s 
diaper. This caused the man across the aisle to get sick and gradually 
three others found it necessary to use the small airsick bags. The resulting 
odors and fumes permeated the small cabin and Charlie Tipton was 
hanging on with all his will power trying not to destroy a perfect no-sick 
record. 


They had been in the air for three and half hours when the pilot turned 
around and informed his passengers they had just passed over the island 
of Mayaguana and would be on the ground in twenty minutes. This 
information helped Charlie control himself and he continued to hang on 
just at the edge of sickness. To a casual observer, Charlie appeared to be 
ruggedly handsome, but possibly hung over. 


This was Charlie’s third trip to Provo in as many months but it was 
the first time in the small plane and by the time they landed and stopped 
in front of Immigration and Customs he had made up his mind it would 
be his last trip in a small plane. As he walked toward the government 
building the pilot called to him to come back for his luggage, he had to 
carry his own. 


“Sorry it took so long, I'll buy you a drink at the Turtle tonight to 
make up for it,” Ed told Charlie as he handed him his suitcase. 


“It'll take more than one drink to get over this flight.” Charlie 
laughed and turned toward the small terminal building. 


When it was his turn to step before the Immigration officer he smiled 
and handed him his passport. The officer was a young native about 
twenty-five years of age. He didn’t look up as Charlie stepped forward, 
rather he stared at the passport and continued to look as if mad at the 
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world. Slowly he looked up and stared at Charlie through half closed 
eyes. 


“Where you come from?” he asked, knowing full well Charlie had 
come with the other passengers from Florida. 


“Fort Lauderdale, Florida,” Charlie answered in a cheerful Voice. 
“What you doing here?” 


“I’m thinking about building a house for myself and maybe investing 
some money here.” 


“How long you need to stay?” 
“As long as necessary to do what I want.” 


“You need a permit.” The officer stamped the passport giving Charlie 
two weeks. Looking past Charlie with arrogant self-importance, he 
handed back the passport and motioned to the person next in line. 


As Charlie put his suitcase on the Customs counter he felt the 
antagonism and hostility he had heard about from other visitors to Provo. 
As the Customs agent went through his suitcase and shoved it back to 
him, completely messed up, he saw contempt and indifference in the 
man’s eyes. Charlie had experienced the same thing before but not as 
visible as today. He thought it possibly had to do with the larger numbers 
of people present when he had arrived on the Cayman jet, four months 
earlier. Whatever the reason, he felt uncomfortable...definitely unwel- 
come. 


There were three taxi drivers waiting to take him to the hotel. He 
picked the closest and got nasty stares from the others. From the window 
of the taxi on the way to the hotel it looked as though time had stood still 
since his last visit; nothing had changed. It was stili a quiet little island 
in the middle of nowhere. Charlie was content to ride without conversa- 
tion, taking in the Island’s scenery. 
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“Provo” was twenty five miles long and two miles wide. There were 
no paved roads, maybe two dozen cars on the whole Island, two small 
grocery stores, Barclay’s bank, two liquor stores, and one filling station 
that was only open some of the time. There were three native settlements 
with a total of about five hundred people spread among the three. 


As the taxi passed the central business district he noticed that 
Barclay’s Bank had moved to new and bigger quarters, otherwise noth- 
ing had changed. Provo was a dusty, windy island, surrounded by the 
most beautiful and spectacular beaches and water in the world. 


Even though there was a feeling of hostility projected by the natives, 
Charlie was comforted by one important thing. In spite of everything 
that had happened and in spite of the unfriendly atmosphere at the airport, 
he had twenty million dollars on deposit at Barclays Bank on Provo, he 
could stand a lot of abuse as long as he had that. He wondered if the 
attitude of the natives he had come in contact with today was that of 
malice or if they were intimidated by white people. 


After checking into his room at the Turtle Cove Inn, Charlie sat on 
the balcony and reflected on the events of the past year. It seemed like 
a dream, so much had happened. 


He stayed on the balcony long after the sun went down, until the cool 
breeze off the ocean prompted him to return to the room. He recalled the 
wedding, the gunman on the dock, the three days Chris had lain in a 
coma before she died, and the baby. 


Though he had mixed emotions about it, he agreed to let Anna take 
care of the baby until he was able to. Even though she had been Chris’s 
best friend and seemed sincere in her desire to help, he was still unsure 
of her. 


Anna had redecorated an old mansion she owned in Fort Lauderdale, 
one wing as a nursery for the baby. She had hired a cook and maid and 


sent for a nanny from London. 


Even though Anna had said she had hired a private detective to find 
the killer, Charlie decided to strike out on his own. She had given him 
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the name of an old business associate of Karl ’s, on Provo; it was his only 
lead and he was going to make the most out of it. 


Before leaving, Charlie had talked to Ken and Ed and they both 
_advised him not to get involved, so he avoided telling them about his 
lead. Whether it was revenge or the satisfaction of knowing the killer 
was behind bars, he was going to pursue the matter himself. 


The following morning, he called a taxi to take him to see the man 
Anna had told him about. He gave the name “Freddy Joseph” to the 
driver. The driver looked around and stared intently. 


“The ‘Iceman’? You a friend of his?” 
“We have a mutual friend.” 


“Well, long as you friendly. Freddy can be mean an I don wanna be 
roun when he is,” the driver said as he pulled the car onto the dirt road. 


Charlie settled back in the seat, wishing he had a gun. He decided 
finally that it might be asking for trouble, so he quit worrying about it. 


They drove along the beach road for about a mile and he was 
pleasantly surprised; he was actually enjoying the scenery. There were 
no houses or other buildings along the way. On alow ridge inthe distance 
he could make out a few large houses, otherwise, there was nothing 
fronting this lonely stretch of beach. And the beach was exquisite; a 
half-moon of sand three miles long circled a bay of turquoise waters, 
protected by a shallow reef. He envisioned a house on the cliff above 
this bay as a site for his own home. 


His thoughts were interrupted as the driver turned onto a narrow road 
leading to the beach, then stopped quickly. 


“Follow that path there. When you get to the gate, jus’ yell,” the 
driver said and pointed to the path. 
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‘“‘Wait here for me, I won’t be long,” Charlie requested. 

“No one ever is,” the driver replied. 

He got out of the taxi and started walking slowly up the path, which 
turned back away from the beach. He had gone about fifty feet when he 
was stopped by a six foot fence topped with three strands of barbed wire, 
and a gate across the path that was chained and padlocked. He was 
wondering what to do next when a gruff voice yelled out of nowhere. 

“What yo business, mister?” 

“TI want to see Mr. Joseph.” 

“What about?” 

“That’s my business.” 

“Then yo go an do business with yosef.” 


Charlie wasn’t about to give up, and he tried once again. 


“Will you tell Mr. Joseph that Anna Hausemann gave me his name 
and I only want a few minutes of his time.” 


There was no answer and he was about to yell louder. Suddenly, a 
tall, slender girl with long flowing, jet black hair, and a wide smile 
showing straight white teeth, stepped in front of the gate and unlocked 
the padlock. 

“Follow me please.” 

He was taken aback and surprised, not only by the beauty of the girl, 
but by her politeness and carriage. She walked like a graceful animal. 
Looking back at Charlie she said, 


“You’re an American aren’t you?” 


“Yes, from Florida.” 
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“I could tell. ’m in my last year at Rollins in Orlando, I love 
Americans—I’m half American.” 


“Tm glad.” Charlie laughed, his urgency for a gun fading. 

As they walked, he noticed her skin was light brown, either natural 
or from the sun, he couldn’t tell. She smiled and talked easily, like a free 
Spirit without bounds, or a care in the world. Her lips were not heavy 


like a native’s but were sensuous and constantly smiling. 


As they approached the large comfortable-looking house she turned 
to him and said, 


“My name is Cindy, my father is on the porch waiting for you. See 
you later, bye,” and she was gone. 


“Come on up.” a gravelly voice invited. 


Charlie walked up the steps and was confronted by an elderly 
gentleman sitting in a wheelchair. 


“T’m Freddy Joseph, have a seat.” 

“Thank you, my name is Tipton.” 

“I know, I’ve been expecting you.” 

“How did you know?” Charlie asked with surprise. 

“Anna called me, to be honest. Besides, there is little that happens 
on Provo that I don’t know about.” He looked to be in his late sixties, 
white hair, skin deeply tanned and wrinkled from years in the sun, 
obviously crippled and obviously not Chris’s killer. 


“T assume you’re here to find your wife’s killer?” 


“Why yes, as a matter of fact.” 
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“Mr. Tipton, I strongly advise you to let go of this notion for revenge. 
Ican understand your feelings; I too have longed for revenge, to get even 
with the one who put me in this wheelchair, but it has never gotten me 
anyplace, least of all any satisfaction. You have no idea where your 
revenge could take you, or the people you might have to deal with. Let 
time heal your wounds. In time your man will turn up, his kind always 
does.” 


“What do you mean, he’II turn up?” 

“Merely an observation. I know Karl is dead, his organization is 
broken up and there are a lot of people trying to muscle in on his old 
business. Someone will stub his toe along the way, you sit back and 


watch. Other than that, I can’t help you much.” 


Charlie stared into space, he knew Freddy was right, his advice was 
sincere and honest; he decided to change the subject. 


“Mr. Joseph, you’re a surprise to me. I had expected someone else. 
May Iask how you happen to be on this Island and how you know Anna?” 


“Perhaps, someday over a drink. I have to go in now, if I hear 
anything I'll get in touch with you.” 


“I’m staying at the Turtle.” 


“T know,” Freddy said as he wheeled himself toward the door. “Jess 
will let you out of the gate.” 


As he walked back down the path he felt he was close to something, 


he didn’t know what. He looked around, hoping to see Cindy again, but 
she was not in sight. 
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Charlie was restless and impatient after his meeting with Freddy 
Joseph. To keep himself occupied he roamed the Island trying to find 
something or someone to link to Karl Hausemann, and Chris’s killer. He 
visited the three native settlements, the Government offices, several real 
estate agents, all the restaurants, and the Island’s one attorney. He even 
passed two hours talking to the new bank manager. 


By the third day, he was on a first-name basis with the three taxi 
_ drivers on the Island and had run out of places to visit and people to 
question. He had talked to more than a dozen people on the pretense of 
looking for land to build a vacation house on. In every instance he had 
dropped Karl Hausemann’s name, to see if it elicited a reaction. He 
hadn’t even raised an eyebrow. It seemed as if Karl had never been on 
the Island. Even the little desk clerk at the hotel didn’t remember him. 
Charlie knew that Karl had been to Provo many times and used the Island 
as a transfer point more than once. Either he had paid everyone he was 
in contact with to keep quiet, or he had used a fictitious name. He had 
even described Karl, but no one could place the fair-haired German. 


Frustrated with his lack of success, Charlie rented a small skiff from 
Louis, the dock master at the Marina, and headed for the “hidden 
lagoon.” Staying about fifty yards offshore all the way, he marveled at 
the beautiful beach, the same one he had admired from land a few days 
earlier. He passed Freddy’s house with the crows nest tower and the 
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secluded cove next to it. The land running up to the cliff was even more 
beautiful than he remembered and he knew this would be a perfect place 
to build his house. 


The lagoon was the same as he remembered, but it only depressed 
him and he turned the skiff back toward the marina on Provo. 


When Charlie returned to the hotel there was a message from the 
“Iceman”. Would Charlie join him for dinner? A car would pick him up 
at six. Charlie’s spirits soared and he began to look forward to the 
evening; he had run out of places to eat. Anyway, the local restaurants 
were not all that great. 


Shortly after six, a jeep driven by a huge native pulled up in front of 
the hotel. Charlie had been waiting for thirty minutes in the lobby, 
beginning to wonder if he had been forgotten. The driver motioned for 
-him to get in and Charlie quickly responded. 


The driver was Jess, he had worked for “Mr. Freddy” since he was 
a small boy. The side of Jess’s face was scarred from a bad burn, almost 
misshapen from the folding skin. But even more outstanding was Jess’s 
size. Compared with the other natives on Provo, Jess was a giant. Even 
his hands, Charlie noticed, were twice the size of his own. Jess wore a 
ragged tee shirt that barely fit and his biceps were visibly awesome. In 
spite of Jess’s intimidating size, Charlie found him to be the most 
personable, and well spoken native he had yet encountered; and he 
enjoyed the ride to Freddy’s. 


Jess accompanied Charlie to the front porch of the house, where 
Freddy was sitting in his wheelchair, and though nothing was said by 
Jess, there was understanding between him and Freddy, some silent 
communication, and Jess tured and disappeared around the side of the 
house. 


“He'll be back after dinner to take you back to the hotel.” Freddy 


said with a smile. “Come up and have a seat—Cindy will be here in a 
minute and will fix us a drink.” 
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“I appreciate the invitation to dinner.” Charlie said as he sat down 
across from Freddy; “I was beginning to run out of places to eat.” 


Just then Cindy stepped onto the porch. She was wearing a loose- 
fitting white cotton dress, that was just tight enough to reveal her full 
figure. Her long hair was fastened in a pony tail falling over the side of 
her head, causing the hair to spill over her shoulder and down over her 
breast. The white dress against her skin made her appear darker than she 
really was. She had put on a light coat of a green-colored mascara that 
complemented her dark brown eyes. As Charlie looked at her, with her 
high cheekbones and sensuous lips he was reminded of the first time he 


had met Chris. 
Charlie smiled and aie about to say something when Freddy spoke, 
“Colonel, I believe you have met my daughter Cindy.” 
“Yes, just briefly the other day.” 
“She’s in her last year of college, up in Orlando. She’ll be going back 
next week.” Freddy was about to say more, and Charlie guessed he would 


like to have said “‘hands off’. 


This time, Cindy not only smiled, but stepped forward and held out 
her hand to Charlie. He had thought her shy, but she wasn’t. 


“Why don’t you call me Charlie, everyone else does.” 
“Well, how do you like Provo, Charlie?” Cindy asked. 


“It’s mostly dry and dusty, but this side of the Island is gorgeous, I 
would love to buy some land here to build a house.” 


“We love it too. I only hope the developers don’t spoil it.” Cindy 
replied. 


“Tf the developers don’t ruin it the Government will for sure.” Freddy 
growled. 
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“Why is that?” 


“T’ll answer that question sometime when you have thirty minutes 
to listen.” 


“I thought the Government was controlled by the British.” Charlie 
asked innocently. 


“It’s supposed to be. But between the Governor, who is only waiting 
for retirement and doesn’t want to make any waves, the Attorney General 
who is busy feathering his own nest, and the Chief Minister and his entire 
cabinet who are into drugs and God knows what else, there is no one 
running this country.” 


“Needless to say, Daddy doesn’t have many friends in Government.” 
Cindy added with a little laugh. 


“Only paid ones, my dear.” 


“T think dinner is ready; let’s go inside, and maybe start a new 
subject.”” Cindy replied. 


They had delicious dinner, served by a maid and butler, at a table 
that could seat twenty people, loaded with fine crystal and china, and 
silver so omate it was dazzling. Their conversation was light and 
cheerful. From time to time Cindy talked about school and Florida. Her 
father, with a one track mind, continued to change the subject to politics. 
Charlie was facinated by Cindy, and although Freddy was pleasant, his 
character showed through. He seemed as if he was a time-bomb ready 
to explode. Otherwise, the dinner was excellent and Charlie had enough 
to eat, for the first time on Provo. 

After they had eaten, Cindy wheeled Freddy back to the porch. Then 
she disappeared while the two men talked over a glass of brandy. 


They were silent for a few minutes, savoring the brandy and the view, 


and a wonderful cool breeze that made one forget the heat of the day. 
Freddy broke the silence finally, as though he could read Charlie’s mind. 
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“I understand you have been asking a lot of questions about Karl 
Hausemann and his people.” 


“T figured if I could locate someone that knew him I might get a lead 
on the killer.” Charlie stated plainly, wondering where Freddy got his 
information. 


“Charlie, I want to tell you something. Maybe I can convince you to 
_ let a dead dog lie. I have not always been the upstanding citizen I am 
today. Because of my business activities, Cindy’s mother was killed five 
years ago when someone placed a bomb in our sportfisherman. Jess and 
I were crippled at the same time. It was lucky Cindy was away at school. 
So, you see, I know the meaning of the word revenge. Charlie, it’s plain 
and simple, that’s what you are seeking—plain revenge.” 


There was suddenly a chill in the air as Freddy spoke; his words were 
carefully chosen, even threatening, the name “Iceman” suddenly fit his 
character. “After I recovered I did my best to find out who had set the 
bomb. For years I controlled this Island, possibly the Country, but there 
was always some young punk who thought he could take my place. They 
tried to buy me out at first, then started with threats. Finally came the 
bomb. I refused all offers. I thought I was invincible, but I wasn’t 
prepared for the bomb. That’s how Jess got bummed too. After that, for 
Cindy’s sake, I retired. I stayed on here all these years, hoping to find 
my wife’s killer. And now I think I know. I think it is the same person 
who was responsible for your wife’s death.” 


Charlie sat forward, on the edge of his chair, his adrenaline flowing, 
his heart beating faster. 


“Because of your enquiries about Karl Hausemann, you stirred up 
an old hornets nest over in Five Cays. One of my old dealers, who 
happened to make a deal with Karl last year, got worried and came to 
me last night. Like most dealers, especially when they’re on it themsel- 
ves, he thinks the whole world is after him. To make a long story short, 
after he talked in circles for thirty minutes, Jess helped him remember 
what I wanted to hear. 
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There was a pause while Charlie poured another brandy for both of 
them, he could barely wait for Freddy to continue. He could imagine 
what Jess could do to jar a man’s memory. 


“This man, calls himself Slick, I don’t know what his real name is, 
thinks a man on Grand Turk, who used to deal with Karl, is the one who 
planted the bomb. His name is Grubbs—used to be a pusher for me, then 
he went to work for Karl. Slick says this Grubbs is close to one of the 
Ministers in Government and for sure has made a few hits, one he knows 
about in Fort Lauderdale, just a few months ago.” 


“Do you think Grubbs killed my wife?” 

“Could very well be. There aren’t that many Turks Islanders who 
have the guts to kill in the first place. This guy Grubbs doesn’t have a 
lot of smarts, he could have thought he was doing everyone a favor trying 
to kill Anna, who knows?” 

“There has to be a better connection than that.” 

“T agree, but it is the best lead I’ve had in five years.” 

“What do we do now?” 

“IT want you to do just like me. I want you to cool it, just wait and be 
patient. Now that we have someone to look for, let’s set some traps. Let 


him come to us.” 


“I don’t know how long I will be able to stand that hotel room and 
the lousy food.” 


“Why don’t you buy that piece of ground next to us and build ahouse, 
as you were talking about, I know the owner will be glad to sell it.” 


“Yes, why don’t you build a house next door.” Cindy said as she 
walked onto the porch. 
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“Maybe I will. My Company is running smoothly without me and I 
really do need to get my mind on something constructive. Maybe Provo 
is the right place.” 


“I better have that thirty minute talk with you.” Freddy laughed. 
“Tt can’t be that bad on Provo.” 


“As long as you stay away from government and don’t get involved. 
Building a house is one thing, and we would love to have you as a 
neighbor, but anything else, especially if it involves government or 
business of any kind, is insanity. Between the British and the natives, the 
government is so hopeless, so fouled with graft and corruption—not to 
mention drugs. I wonder how this country will ever survive. It would be 
difficult for a business man like yourself to tolerate the incompetence of 
government coupled with the greed and complacency of the natives.” 


“Pll show you the best land on the Island tomorrow.” Cindy inter- 
rupted, changing the subject. 


“T think that is an excellent idea.” answered Charlie, and nothing 
more was said by Freddy. 


The following morning Cindy picked up Charlie at the hotel and they 
drove the short distance to the land they had discussed. They walked 
through the dense underbrush to the top of the hill where they could see 
the entire Island and Water Cay in the distance, the hidden lagoon out of 
sight. The view was spectacular. 


“Come. there’s a path down to the beach.” Cindy urged. 


Ten minutes later they emerged on a small beach in a cove hidden 
by cliffs on one side and dense foliage on the other. The gentle surf 
washed up on the beach. It looked as if no one had ever been there before. 
Charlie felt contentment and at peace with the world for the first time in 
weeks and made a decision to buy this place and build his home. He 
looked up to the top of the hill, he would build his house there. Suddenly 
he was excited to be doing something constructive again. 
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He turned back to tell Cindy he had made up his mind, but she had 
vanished. Then he saw a pile of clothes on the sand and Cindy treading 
water a short distance from shore. She was obviously nude. 


“Come on in, the water is super.” 

Charlie’s first impulse was to reach for his belt buckle but he resisted 
the temptation. This was not the best way to start life on Provo, especially 
with your new, next door neighbor—young enough to be your daughter. 

“IT will after you’ve graduated from college.” Charlie yelled at her 


with a laugh, not knowing how much he was disappointing Cindy. “I’m 
going to walk back up the hill, I'll wait for you at the jeep.” 
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As Charlie walked down the steps of the hotel to the bar, he felt 
refreshed, and recovered from his near encounter with Cindy. He had 
taken a short swim in the ocean and was rejuvenated by the warm salt 
water. Then he had returned to his room and showered, put on a clean 
shirt and shorts, and felt half human for the first time in weeks. 


As he walked into the Turtle Bar, he could smell the musty odor of 
mildew and stale beer. The bar was built over water next to the hotel 
docks, its rough wood floor rotting and beginning to lean toward the 
center of the building. There were photographs of airplanes, boats, and 
celebrities on the walls. An old wood propeller was suspended in the 
center of the room and flags from a dozen countries hung limply from 
the open beams of the ceiling. A huge turtle shell, at least five feet in 
diameter dominated a side wall. A blue marlin mounted behind the bar 
with a lure hanging out of it’s mouth was covered with dust. Past the bar 
was a doorway with a crude sign “dining room” nailed over it. 


The room was empty, except for a native bartender and the pilot, Ed 
Boynton, leaning against the bar with a drink in his hand. Even in its 
shabby state, it looked warm and inviting and was probably the best 
watering hole on the Island. Ed had seen Charlie enter and he motioned 
for him to join him at the bar. 
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“Hey there. Thought you were never going to show up.” Ed smiled 
and held out his hand to shake. 


“Flying here the other day with you was the closest I ever came to 
being airsick, I have to confess. I was alright until the others started 
puking all over the place, then I started feeling woozy.” Charlie laughed. 


“You would have been a lot sicker if you had known what was 
happening to my oil pressure on the port engine.” 


““What was happening?” 


“There wasn’t any, oil had all leaked out. We had maybe another two 
or three minutes before I would have had to shut it down.” 


“Glad I wasn’t sitting in front then.” Charlie grinned and shook his 
head. 


“Well I'll still buy you that drink I promised, what will you have?” 


“Bourbon and Seven Up.” It was Charlie’s standard answer to the 
question. 


“What brings you to Provo, Mr Tipton?” 

“A little relaxation, maybe build a house for myself.” 
“Interested in buying some land nght?” 

“Maybe.” 


“Let me introduce you to a friend of mine, Robbie Friedman, been 
selling land here for a couple of years.” 


“Sure, why not.” Charlie had a few days to kill, he might as well 
look at other property too, even though he had pretty much made up his 
mind about the land next to Freddy’s. Before he could say any more, Ed 
stood up and started walking toward the dining room. 
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“Don’t go away, I’ll get him now.” Then it dawned on Charlie that 
Ed's friend was in the dining room. Two minutes later Ed came weaving 
back through the door waving at Charlie. 


“He'll be right in.” Ed slurred, as he sat back on his bar stool. He 
had just taken another drink when he announced, “Here comes Robbie 
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now. 


Charlie looked around and saw a short, fat man about forty five years 
old walking toward them. He wore thick hom rim glasses, had areceding 
hair line, and a cherub-like face, slightly red from too much booze, or 
from the sun, possibly both. 


“Welcome to Provo.” Robbie said in a high pitched, almost feminine 
voice. “Understand you’re looking for some land?” 


“Maybe,” was all Charlie could think to say, not sure he wanted to 
spend any time with this person. 


“Well, you’ve come to the right place. What did you say your name 
was?” 


“Tipton.” 

“Well, Tipton you can call me Robbie. Why don’t I pick you up 
tomorrow morning about nine and we’ll go look at some land. You 
Staying here at the Turtle?” 

“Yes, nine will be alright.” 

“Good, I’ll see you tomorrow, Tipton.” He slapped Ed on the back 
as he started to leave, then yelled at the bartender, “Put the next round 


on my check.” 


“Nice guy,’ Ed remarked. “Give us two doubles,” he added to the 
bartender. 
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Charlie wasn’t sure whether or not he wanted anything to do with 
Robbie. He did know one thing for sure—he didn’t like to be called 
Tipton, especially by a stranger. 


Robbie returned to the dining room and rejoined a short skinny 
woman who was shoving food in her mouth as if she hadn’t eaten in a 
month. 


“What did Ed want?” she asked with a mouth full. 


“He has some guy maybe wants to buy some land. I’ll give him a 
short tour and dump him in the morning. I wish Ed would bring me a 
Roosevelt or another DuPont to score on, I really need the bread.” The 
skinny woman laughed in a high pitched shriek, though nothing funny 
had been said. 


“Maybe you could get the ‘Iceman’ to give you a name you could 
connect with.” The skinny woman giggled. 


“T tried him for the last time. That pompous sonofabitch wouldn’t 
help anybody, he’s so rich, thinks he knows it all and can run everyone’s 
life, that bastard.” The woman shrieked louder and longer this time and 
could be heard clear in the bar. Robbie leaned over to her and rasped, 


“Listen, I think the ‘Iceman’ might make a pass at you if he got horny 
enough. If you could get him in the sack maybe we could get something 
out of him.” This time the skinny woman howled with glee and appeared 
to choke on her drink, but she continued howling and choking and 
drinking. 


Back in the bar the bartender leaned across the bar to Charlie and 
jokingly snorted. 


“That Linda sure does laugh at everything Robbie says. You should 
hear her when she’s really drunk, just sits and giggles at everything.” 


Charlie could see the liquor taking it’s toll on Ed so he excused 


himself and walked back to his room. He would go back to the dining 
room when he was sure Robbie and his noisy girlfriend had gone. 
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Robbie was on his second cup of coffee. His eyes were bloodshot 
and he had a pounding headache. His girlfriend, Linda, had insisted on 
going to a native bar to drink after they had left the Turtle, and as usual 
she had tried to drink the place dry. 


He was getting a little tired of their drinking night after ni ght, besides 
it was getting expensive and really not worth it. 


Linda was a lousy lay among other things, and she was too skinny, 
there wasn’t anything to hold on to. She was like all the others, different 
for a day or two, then it became boring to him. 


Robbie looked at his watch, it was nine thirty. He remembered he 
had an appointment with that guy Tipton. Well, he could wait a little 
longer, wouldn’t hurt. 


He looked past the living room into the bedroom at Linda. She had 
passed out cold and was still in the same clothes she had worn the night 
before. He was going to have to get rid of her soon, before she screwed 
something up. Never trust a lush, he had always said. 

It was just past ten when Robbie arrived to pick up Charlie, who was 
sitting in the small lobby of the Inn reading a month-old Wall Street 
Journal. 


“Hey Tipton, sorry I’m late. I got held up at the bank on another 
deal.” 


“That’s alright.” Charlie smiled 
“You ready to go?” 

“Sure, I have all day.” 

“What you looking for?” 


> 


“A piece of land that I could build a house on.’ 


279 


JOHN R. ALBERSHARDT 


“How much you want to spend?” 
“Depends on the land” 
“What do you do for a living?” 


“You might say I’m a retired pilot.” Charlie answered, starting to 
feel a bit edgy with the questions, especially the last one qualifying his 
ability to buy. 


“Well, I know what pilots make, so that leaves out beach front.” 


“Show me one anyway, for kicks.” Charlie replied, and decided not 
to let Robbie talk down to him anymore. 


They walked up the path and got into Robbie’s old Ford station 
wagon. They rode in silence for ten minutes before pulling off onto a 
side road, a short distance from the beach. 


“You can steal this lot for fifty thousand”, Robbie half sneered. 
“Want to make an offer on it?” 


“No, I had something nicer in mind actually.” he replied, looking 
slightly irritated. “Why don’t you show me: something a little more 
exclusive.” 


“Tl show you the best land on the damned Island.” Robbie said, as 
he slammed the car into reverse and backed onto the road. “But I know 
we re wasting our time.” 


Charlie knew now what bothered him about Robbie. His whole 
demeanor, his attitude—arrogance to disguise failure and pomposity to 
disguise poor breeding. Charlie would give odds that Robbie was a bully. 

“The only exclusive land on this Island is on the North shore, and 
it’s owned by an English broad that wouldn’t give you the time of day, 


let alone talk about selling her precious land.” 


“‘What’s her name?”’ 
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“I don’t know and don’t give a damn. She’s a friend of Freddy 
Joseph, I know that.” 


Suddenly, Charlie started putting things together, could this English 
woman be Anna, was she involved with Freddy or was it a coincidence. 
He would soon find out. 


“If this is all you have to show me you might as well take me back 
to the hotel.” He already knew he wasn’t going to buy any land from 
Robbie, so why waste time. 


On the way back to the hotel Robbie pointed out the land next to the 


“Iceman’s” as if it were an attraction completely out of reach for him. 
What Robbie didn’t know was that Charlie could well afford it. 


Later that day, Robbie drove to the native settlement called “Five 
Cays.” It was a mixture of shacks and small houses, variously painted 
in pastel shades of pink, blue, green, or a combination of all three. Some 
of the buildings were nothing more than plywood walls with corrugated 
iron roofs, dirt floors, with one door and one window. The natives carried 
their water for cooking in buckets from acommunity well and it appeared 
to be the poorest place or earth. It was one of these houses that Robbie 
pulled up to and honked his horn, not attempting to get out of his car. 


Shortly, a native stepped out of the house and walked toward the car. 
He was about thirty years old and looked underfed. He was barefooted 
and his clothes looked like rags. Yet Robbie knew this man had several 
million dollars stashed away and didn’t know what to do with it. 


“You got the bread, man?” he asked as he approached the car. 


“That’s what I came to talk about, Slick. What would it be worth to 
have Linda move in with you. I saw the way you looked at each other a 
few weeks ago.” Robbie thought of the two of them, so high on coke and 
wine neither knowing who or what color the other one was, nor caring. 
If he could just get the money out of Slick, his worries would be over. 
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“Hey man, what you mean, me and Linda?” Slick finally got the 
message after gazing into space for a few minutes. He was on a coke 
high and not in tune with the conversation yet. 


“Yea, you two could really have some kicks.” 


“You fix it up for me and Linda, an I loan you the bread,” Slick 
reasoned, dead serious now, staring straight at Robbie, and Robbie knew 
all he had to do was get Linda high and she would go for it. 


“Tl get back to you tonight Slick, I’ll bring Linda with me.” 
+11 be,here, man. 


On the way home, Robbie stopped at another native house and made 
a purchase of a pack of marijuana and two bottles of Vodka. He could 
almost guarantee the results with Linda. His next stop was the house next 
door, where his friend Jacklin lived. The door was. opened by one of 
Jacklin’s many women. Robbie had seen her before but he couldn’t keep 
his eyes off her huge breasts as he talked to her. | 


“Where’s Jacklin?” Robbie asked with a grin. 
“He gone Parrot Cay. Won reach bock till dark.” 


“Tell Jacklin Robbie has the bread. He’ll know what I mean. I’ll see 
him tomorrow.” 


He left humming a tune, knowing that Jacklin was making a con- 


nection on Parrot Cay. It wouldn’t be long until he would be in the money 
himself. 
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When Charlie returned to the hotel there were two messages waiting 
for him. The first was from Ed Dolan at the factory, urgent. The other 
was from Freddy Joseph about the land next to his house. He had 
contacted the owner and yes, it was available for $200,000. If Charlie 
still wanted it he would contact an attorney on Grand Turk who could 
handle all the details. 


Charlie finally got through to Ed and learned that he was needed for 
a shareholders meeting as soon as possible to discuss a possible merger 
with another boat manufacturer that Craig had come up with. After a few 
minutes listening to Ed he determined there must be something else he 
wasn’t telling him over the phone and that he had better get to Fort 
Lauderdale as quickly as possible. 


He sent a message to Freddy that he would take the land and to go 
ahead and arrange things with the attorney. He thanked him for his help 
and informed him of his emergency trip to the States, and that he would 
return after some shopping for the Island. He wanted a truck and some 
tools shipped on the next boat, which he would arrange in Fort Lauder- 
dale. 


He discovered that the only way to get off the Island in the next five 
days was with the pilot Ed Boynton, in his converted C45, and although 
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he had sworn never to fly in that plane again he called a taxi to take him 
to the airport to find Ed. 


He walked to the edge of the field where Ed’s plane was parked and 
where he was just in the process of replacing the port engine cowling. 


“Any chance on getting a lift to Lauderdale today?” Charlie asked 
as he ducked under a wing. 


“Hey there, didn’t see you. Sure, got an empty plane, I can leave 
when you can.” | 


“Is the plane ready?” 

“You mean will it get us there? No problem.” 

“How about in one hour?” 

“You got it, Pll wait for you here.” 

An hour later when Charlie returned to the plane with his carry-on 
suitcase, there were six other people standing by the plane with luggage, 
apparently passengers also. Ed was busy loading suitcases in the rear of 
the plane and when he saw Charlie he announced to the group that 
everyone could climb aboard, that they would leave in a few minutes. 

“Hey Charlie, why don’t you go up in the cabin and fly right side.” 

“Thanks, I will.” 

Ed finished loading the rear baggage compartment, closed the door, 
and without any fanfare walked up the narrow aisle to the cockpit and 
cautioned everyone to put on his seat belt. As he strapped himself into 
his own seat Ed grinned at Charlie. 


“T heard you was a hotshot pilot in the war.” 


“Not a hotshot, just a pilot.” 
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“Well, you can fly right side for me anytime.” Charlie knew it was 
a compliment coming from Ed. 


“How do you know so much about me?” 


“I read about you in the paper once and it registered, I guess, when 
you flew down with me before.” 


“I hope it was a good article,” Charlie laughed. 


Three hours later, the little plane, heavily overloaded, low on fuel, 
oil pressure dropping on the port engine, landed at Fort Lauderdale. 


The customs agent smiled at Ed as the passengers entered the little 
office. 


“See you made it again.” the agent joked. 
“Thad help,” Ed kidded back, pointing to Charlie. 


“Don’t you think you should fix that port engine?” Charlie asked as 
he walked into the building. 


“Going to after next trip.” Ed replied. 


After clearing customs, Charlie hailed a taxi and headed for the 
factory, where Ed Dolan said he would wait. It was after six when he 
arrived at the front door of Tipton Industries and all the workers and 
office staff had left for the day. He paid the taxi and walked in the front 
door. Everything was the same as before. He walked down the long 
corridor toward his old office and stopped in front of the open door into 
the conference room. He entered and saw Ed, it was like old home week. 
They shook hands and Ed nodded to the other side of the room. Charlie 
turned and saw two men he recognized but couldn’t place. 


“Charlie, meet Florida Senator Hartley and Tom Hansen DEA.” 
Then Charlie remembered each of their faces. Hansen had been the one 
that debriefed them on Provo after the affair with Karl, and of course, 
he recognized Hartley from his picture in the paper. 
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Surprised and not sure why they were here in the conference room, 
he looked back at Ed, seeking an answer. Hansen walked over to the door - 
and shut it quietly. The Senator waved to the table. | 


“Gentlemen, let’s be comfortable, shall we. Colonel Tipton, I won’t 
beat around the bush. We’re here to get you to help us with a serious 
problem. Normally we would use one of our own agents in the DEA or 
CIA for this job, but your name cropped up somehow and when all is . 
said and done, you are the best man for the job. It will save us many 
dollars and weeks of time if you will cooperate with us.” 


_. “Just what is it you want me to do?” Charlie asked, wondering if he 
was about to be set up for something he wouldn’t like. 


“T’ll come to the point.” 


We received a tip about four weeks ago that a cartel in Colombia 
was financing a political takeover of some country in the Caribbean— 
that they were flooding the country not only with money, but with drugs 
and mercenaries. We sent two agents to Puerto Rico, where the tip had 
originated, to determine which Country was the target. Last week, we 
learned from a reliable source, the biggest transfer of drugs ever made 
out of Columbia was completed and is stored on an island in the Turks 
and Caicos Islands. We don’t know which island and we aren’t sure the 
Turks and Caicos are the target for the takeover. We do know though, if 
we don’t do something about it there is a good chance no one else will 
either. 


“Who the hell would want to take over the Turks and Caicos 
Islands?” Charlie asked in disbelief. “Better yet, who the hell could.” 
Charlie stood up and walked around the table, shaking his head in 
amazement. “What does all this have to do with me?” 


We think the Island of Providenciales is the target for the takeover, 
rather than the whole Country. We want you to find out what is going on 
down there. We’ve been asleep for the past few years, the Turks Islands 
kinda crept up on us. Anyway, you have a perfect cover for moving 
around the Turks and Caicos and snooping into places we can’t.” 
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“You want me to be a spy.” 


“We only want you to find out if the Turks Islands or Provo are the 
target of a takeover and if anyone there is moving a lot of drugs. We will 
give you all the help we can. You see, Colonel, because of the situation 
with Russia and Cuba, we can’t afford to have the Turks Islands fall into 
someone else’s hands.” 


Charlie leaned on the table across from the Senator and looked him 
in the eye. 


“With all due respect Senator, I think someone is filling you full of 
plain old BS. There is no one in that Country, including the British, smart 
enough to run it now, let alone take it over. From what I hear from a man 
who’s lived there for fifteen years, the Governor, Attorney General, and 
all the Ministers are either loony or mixed up in drugs, or both. Now you 
tell me, who would want to take over that mess?” 


“I realize what you say is probably true, but this could become an 
international problem. We are too close to these Islands to let some drug 
lord screw things up. We have U.S. Citizens there, not to mention their 
investments, that we have to protect. And you don’t have to tell me about 
the Governor, makes me glad I’m not British.” 


“You think the British wouldn’t stop a coup? Ed interjected, feeling 
that he should help Charlie by putting the Senator on the defensive. 


“We don’t want to take a chance.” the DEA agent answered. “If the 
drug cartels ever got control of a whole country, or even an Island, they 
could make things miserable for us, I hate to think of the consequences.” 


“Do you have any leads or names that are suspect?” Charlie asked, 
sitting down and placing his hands behind his head. 


“Yes, we think the Chief Minister could be a link, we have enough 
evidence now to nail him on a drug charge here in the States. Naturally, 
we can’t do anything about him there. There are two other Ministers who 
are dealing in drugs, almost openly, in Grand Turk and North and South 
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Caicos. And there is one man on Provo, we think could be a link, we’re 
not sure though.” 


“Who is that?” Charlie asked. 


“Man by the name of Freddy Joseph, they call him the ‘Iceman’,” 
the agent replied. 


Charlie’s hands fell to his lap, he looked at the DEA agent. 


“You’re not serious. Why I had dinner with him and his daughter 
just the other night. Besides being a cripple in a wheelchair and a nice 
guy to boot, he’s retired from all business, just sits on his front porch and 
reads. His daughter is in college here in Florida. No you’re on the wrong 
track there.” 


“Don’t be mislead by nice men in wheelchairs with beautiful 
daughters, my father always told me,” Agent Hansen joked. 


The four men talked for another hour. Finally, Charlie agreed to help. 
It was decided Ed would be his contact in the states and a native bank 
manager, whom they knew they could rely on in Grand Turk, would relay 
messages back to him via normal bank correspondence. 


“Charlie, if you are unable to get ahold of Ed here, and you think 
something big is happening and you need to get a message to me or 
Hansen, make a personal call to your old friend General Canfield,” 
Senator Hartley said. 


“That’s pretty heavy for a contact isn’t it?” Charlie questioned, 
reluctant to involve his old friend. 


“We want a military connection for us that doesn’t have to be cleared 
through every agency in Washington. If anything starts to happen down 


there we want to be able to jump on it fast.” 


“Tell me what you think Senator, off the record, what the scenario 
will be if they are trying to take over one island?” 
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The Senator got up from his chair, walked to the far end of the room 
and poured a cup of coffee. He stirred sugar in it for a long minute, then 
turned around and looked at Charlie. 


“There is one person, possibly the head of a cartel, that could put 
pressure on every member of Government and influence their decisions 
beyond comprehension. For the most part, the Ministers are greedy and 
self-serving. It should be easy to sway them into anything with a few 
dollars. Once Grand Turk is under control, Provo is fair game for 
anyone.” 


“Don’t forget, these drug lords have so much money they weigh it, 
they don’t count it. Any one of them is worth more than the Turks 
Government. They could double the salaries of every head of Govern- 
ment for a whole lifetime and never miss it.” Hansen added. 


“You don’t think the British will stand still for that do you?” Ed 
interjected. 


~ They will probably step in and keep control of the Government and 
all the Islands except Provo, if that is the target. Once the drug money 
has started flowing and there is an actual secession of the Island, and 
there are enough sympathetic citizens involved who live on the Island, 
not to mention the delicate balance between ownership of land and actual 
possession, the British by nature will back off and talk about it. Most 
Turks Islanders are passive by nature and will offer no resistance. 


Basically, they will follow anyone who offers them something they 
don’t have to work for. Drugs and easy money will assure their 
downfall.” 


“Don’t the Islanders realize how vulnerable they are, aren’t they 
learning anything in school?” Charlie asked. 


“Schools create nothing, they only give form to what is, or isn’t there. 
Besides, most of the natives never went to school and the schools they 
have are so inferior it’s a crime. And herein lies the biggest edge the drug 
lords have. They only have to deal with junkies and religious prophets. 
Charlie, you’ll find out for yourself how simple it will be for a strong, 
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well-heeled, unscrupulous person, to take over Provo or any other 
Island.” The Senator sat down and sipped his now cold coffee. 


“T still don’t think the British will let it happen.” Charlie persisted. 


“Wait till you meet the Governor and the Attorney General. You’ll 
wonder how they have managed to hold on this long. And another thing 
Charlie, remember, there is no army, no navy, no police force, and no 
guns. All the odds for a takeover are on the side of the drug boys.” 


“T’ll do what I can, but I won’t promise anything. I’ve never been a 
spy before.” 


“You just go on about your business building a house and keep your 
eyes and ears open.” Senator Hartley walked to the door and turned. 
“Good luck Colonel.” 


After the Senator and Hanson had left Charlie turned to Ed and 
shrugged his shoulders. 


“T should have listened to you and Ken, when you told me to stay at 


home and let someone else play detective. Guess it’s too late to back out 
now. C’mon, let’s go see how my new daughter is doing.” 
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The powerful boat pulled alongside the dock at Parrot Cay, a small 
island about fifteen miles North of Provo. The boat gently rubbed against 
an old rubber tire hanging on a piling, as the man called Jacklin grabbed 
a line on the bow of the boat and jumped to the dock. He deftly wrapped 
the line around the first piling and quickly tied a sailor’s knot, making 
the boat secure. 


Parrot Cay had been a drug transfer point for several years, but to 
the casual observer, the island was uninhabited. There was one deserted 
house in the center of the Island, several dilapidated out-buildings, but 
most unusual, a hard-surfaced air strip almost four thousand feet long 
that could handle small jets and medium size cargo planes. It was barely 
visible from the air because of a thin layer of sand covering the surface, 
and it was in excellent repair. There was heavy undergrowth and tall 
foliage at one end of the runway that could cover a DC-3 completely. 


As soon as Jacklin had the boat secure, he went below, switched off 
the powerful engine, and jumped back on the dock with a briefcase under 
one arm. He knew he was being watched from the trees but was not 
concerned, he had made this same trip many times in the past three years. 
As he walked toward the underbrush and trees past the beach, he saw 
the barrel of a gun part some palm fronds and move slowly on him. He 
smiled and casually waved his free arm. As he passed the tree where the 
gunman stood he glanced back and laughed. 
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“Harry, when they goin let you put bullets in that gun?” Jacklin 
taunted. 


“Maybe they is in it already you wise ass.” 

“God help us when they does.” Jacklin continued up the path to a 
waiting jeep and vaulted onto the front seat next to another native who 
sat waiting with an automatic pistol resting in his lap. Jacklin knew this 
gun was loaded, for sure. He knew Howie had used it before. 

“Let’s go Howie, I’m running late and I wannareach back fore dark.” 

“Anyone on the boat?” 


“No, I came alone.” 


“Check it out Harry.” Harry turned and ran off, back down the path - 
he had just come up on from the dock. 


“Hey, man what de deal, you know I never bring no one.” 

“We wait for Harry.” 

“Tt never made no difference before.” 

“Tt make a difference now.” Howie replied, looking past Jacklin with 
hooded eye lids. Finally Harry returned and nodded to Howie. Howie 
started the motor and reversed into the road. Howie and Harry were no 


longer the friendly neighbors he had grown up with. 


They were cold and indifferent, something had happened, Jacklin 
held the briefcase tighter. 


“What de hell going on Howie?” 
“Just relax and enjoy de ride.” He had gradually pointed his weapon 
at Jacklin’s chest. “An hand de briefcase to Harry.” Jacklin hesitated a 


moment, then handed the briefcase to Harry. This was the first time this 
had happened too. 
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They rode in silence down the dusty road, past the airstrip. Two shiny 
Lear Jets were parked under the tees at the far end of the runway. Next 


The jeep passed the planes and turned toward more dense under- 
growth, wild palms and sea grapes, until they came to a Clearing 
surrounding the old deserted house. The jeep stopped in front of the 
house where two armed guards, also new to Jacklin, were leaning next 
to the wall of the front porch. 

Harry held up the briefcase for the guards to see, then when one of 
them nodded, Howie took J acklin by the arm and led him into the house, 
with Harry and the two guards tagging along behind. 


There was a short hallway with a door at the end, Howie knocked 
on the door and it was opened by yet another Stranger. 


“Frisk him,” was all he said. 

“What de hell going on?” Jacklin cried, as he raised his arms. 
“Cool it. we jus want to make sure you don’t bring no toys.” 
“I don’t own no god damn toys, everyone know dat.” 


The stranger pushed Jacklin into the room. Behind a desk was an old 
friend of Jacklin’s, but he couldn’t believe his eyes. 


“Jess.” was all Jacklin could Say. Jess didn’t smile, he looked at 
Jacklin like dirt. 


“How much is in the briefcase?” 
“Two hundred thou.” 


“Count it Howie. Come over and sit J acklin.” and as an after thought 
he turned to Howie, “and check de serial numbers against de list, jus in 
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case.” Jacklin sat in a chair across from Jess, still dumbfounded at seeing 
him here. He had thought Jess quit the business the same time the. 
“Iceman” had, after the boat blew up five years ago. Then it dawned on 
him, maybe the “Iceman” was back in business. Before he could ask any 


questions though, Jess looked at him and said, 


“Jacklin, we makin a few changes in de operation. From now on you 
deal wit me direct. If you don’t get to me you talk to Howie, jus like 
always. Nother ting. We wan you to sell more product, so we goin to 
help you. Today, stead of giving you two hundred thou worth of product 
we give you four hundred thou worth of product. In other words we 
loanin you two hundred thou, and we goin let you have thirty days to 
pay us back. De price stay de same, only difference is you pay interest 
till you pay us back. Mebbe ten percent.” 


There was a pause as Jacklin tried to work out what ten percent added 
up to. 


“Dat’s twenty tousand dollars.” he gasped. 


“Very good, [tought you might need help on dat.” Jess smiled a cruel 
smile and continued. 


“Tt a little incentive to start movin more product.” 
“T don’ know, I have to tink on dat.” 


“Take all de time you want. Meantime, you stay on de island till you 
make up yo mind, and [hold on to de briefcase fo you.” 


“Dat all you want to tell me now?” J acklin was suddenly anxious to 
get off of Parrot Cay, he was ready to agree to anything. 


“Oh yes, we tink you should get rid of dat big boat of yours, get too 
much attention. We want you might could buy a little trawler—like 


tomorrow.” All Jacklin wanted now was to get off the island. 


“Awright, I do what you say. Gimme de stuff and I go. 
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“Good, Howie take him out to de shed and settle up with him, give 
him four hundred thou of Colombia Fine.” 


Howie lead Jacklin out the same door they had entered. As soon as 
the door was shut behind them, Jess made sure he was alone, then walked 
to another door and pressed a concealed button. The door sprung open 
revealing an elevator that could hold four passengers. He stepped into 
the small cage and pressed another button and the elevator started 
moving downward. When it stopped, the door opened automatically and 
Jess stepped into a large, spacious, air-conditioned lounge. 


There were several comfortable chairs and two sofas at one end of 
the room, a fully stocked bar, adjoining kitchen, bedroom, two 
bathrooms, and a computer center combined with a sophisticated com- 
munications console. In the center of the room was an oval table with 
twelve chairs placed around it. Sitting at the table were seven men. One 
of the men, sitting at the head, was the “Iceman”. They were all dressed 
casually and obviously passing time, waiting for Jess to return. 


“It’s awright gennemen, one of our dealers making a small purchase, 
he been taken care of and we won’t be bothered again.” Jess moved to 
the bar and said, “May I fix anyone a drink or someting to eat?” All the 
men declined, they were all anxious to get down to the business at hand. 
They all turned to Freddy, sitting in his wheelchair, his appearance and 
demeanor were no different than if he had been Chairman of a large 
corporation holding a board meeting. 


“Some time ago I devised a plan to insure continued and safe 
production and delivery of all our products around the world, especially 
to the United States and Canada. I have discussed this plan with each of 
you individually. Now it is time for us to band together and finalize our 
program. I assure each of you, no person outside of this room, knows 
what we are about to discuss.” and he added, “With the exception of a 
trusted friend in Florida, she will also be part of our organization.” 
Freddy looked around the table at each man, confirming the fact with 
each one. 


“Good, then let’s get down to business.” 
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Freddy opened one of the files in front of him. He took a deep breath 
and started to read. 


“On the surface, to the rest of the world, the purpose of replacing the 
present Government on Provo, namely the Turks & Caicos Government, 
shall be to restore free enterprise, self dignity, and independence from 
Socialism and Communism. To consolidate our taking control and soften 
the bitter taste of the coup, we shall guarantee to eliminate all drugs and 
disease from the Island of Provo. Further, we shall place on deposit with 
Barclays Bank, the sum of one hundred million dollars, as a continuing 
guarantee to construct new schools, water and sewage utilities, bank, 
shopping center, hospital, hotel and casino, pave roads, and whatever is 
necessary to establish a model community that will attract tourists and 
investors alike. 


By secession, Provo will become independent. It will control its own 
Customs and Immigrations, not only on Provo, but West Caicos, Pine 
Cay, Water Cay, and Parrot Cay. Since we already control these Islands 
financially, there should be no problem in governing them. Our absolute 
control over these islands should guarantee all exports of our products 
for years to come." 


Freddy saw a hand raised and nodded. “Yes Mr. Sanchez.” 
“What is the final plan for taking over Provo?” 


“We have one hundred paid employees, mercenaries if you like, 
armed as well as any U.S. Marine Battalion, including air and sea 
support, ready to take over at my command. It will take one hour to land 
the men and equipment and two hours to secure the Island. The first men 
to land will secure the police force, consisting of six unarmed officers, 
and the telephone exchange, which has no security. After all communica- 
tions are secure, the power plant, Government docks, radio station, and 
airstrip. These will be our primary points of defense.” 


“Will hostages be taken?” 


“The whole Island will be hostage.” 
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“What are their options? The Government I mean.” 


“They have two options. One, to adjust to the situation and negotiate 
with our new government. Or, they can attack and risk killing half the 
population of Provo. One thing more they will have to consider before 
attacking: The first notice they receive from us that the Island has been 
liberated and is independent will include the caution that, in the event of 
any interference by any person or group, the Turks and Caicos Islands 
will be flooded with so much Aids Virus and free cocaine that they won’t 
be able to survive. The slums of Haiti will look like paradise, if we fail.” 


“What makes you think the British will negotiate?” Mr. Ancira from 
Mexico asked. 


“T’m not sure they will. But it does make sense to talk it over before 
risking all those lives. There are about two hundred wealthy and influen- 
tial Americans and another five hundred natives who would like to be 
independent. Most of all though, Britain has more to gain than to lose, 
if Provo is financially and politically independent.” 


“What do you want from us?” asked Mr. Kaufman from New 
Orleans. 


““We have each agreed to invest twenty million dollars to the cause 
already. I think that will be enough. The rest of the financing will come 
from future profits.” 


“How soon do we act?” asked Mr. Ancira. 


“We have a few problems to work out with the new leaders. The one 
man we wanted to lead the natives, the Minister of Development, is 
making a fool of himself in Grand Turk. I know this sounds absurd, but 
we have to stop the flow of drugs there or he is going to make a serious 
problem for us. He has become a religious demagogue and abandoned 
the low profile that would be prudent right now. The lack of intelligence 
of the locals is our weakest link.” 


“When do you think would be the soonest we could act, assuming 
all the problems were solved?” asked Ancira. 
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“T think in sixty days, Christmas Eve, would make a very good time.” 
Freddy leaned back and put his hands on his head, looking from one to 
the other, searching for any sign of disagreement or apprehension. There 
was none. 
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_A month had passed since Charlie had met with Senator Hartley in 
- Fort Lauderdale. He had spent a week after the meeting buying materials 
and tools to start building his house, also, a new truck and at Ed’s 
insistence, a pistol and shotgun. He packed the weapons and ammunition 
in a box with a TV antenna, hoping Customs would not find them. After 
his container had been packed and his truck turned over to the shipping 
agent, Charlie had left for Provo. 


The first week after his return he spent his time getting the house 
plans approved and casually meeting as many people as possible on 
Grand Turk, the seat of Government for the Islands. 


On his second trip to Grand Turk he hired an attorney who had been 
recommended by the Senator, on the pretense of closing his land pur- 
chase. The attorney’s name was Finius O’Hennesy, with a brogue that 
went along with the name. By a mere coincidence, Finius was throwing 
a cocktail party the following night and invited Charlie. When he learned 
that the Attorney General, Governor, and Chief Minister would be there, 
he readily accepted. 


As Charlie reflected on the party, he had to agree with what Senator 
Hartley had warned him about; the Governor was a twit, the Attorney 
General was a lush, but the surprise of the evening was the Chief 
Minister. He was sober, cordial, intelligent, and out-going, not what 
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Charlie had expected. He thought, maybe if they got rid of the Governor 
and Attorney General and left the Chief Minister alone, things wouldn’t 
be so fouled up. Another thing that Charlie noticed after meeting several 
people, everyone seemed to defer to Finius when anything of a legal or 
political subject was broached, he appeared to be the final opinion on 
everything. Later, he discovered Finius not only was the legal counsel 
to the bank on Provo, but also to the Attorney General. Nothing happened 
in the Islands unless Finius stamped it with his approval, with one 
exception. The Chief Minister did not defer to him or anyone else. 
Senator Hartley and the DEA must surely be mistaken about the Mini- 
ster, Charlie reflected. 


Other than having an interesting evening and meeting the heads of 
Government, there was nothing that would have been of interest to 
Senator Hartley. 


During the two weeks before Charlie’s container and the new truck 
arrived, he had met with everyone on Provo worth meeting. Yet, he had 
not seen one sign of drugs or an indication from anyone that there was 
a movement afoot to take over the Island. 


Time passed quickly for Charlie and he was enjoying the challenge 
of building again, only this time he was faced with the many problems 
of building on an island. He also learned quickly, the natives he had to 
deal with were uneducated, unskilled, and complacent. The Turks Is- 
landers would only do certain things, as if they were proud of their 
non-existent skills. They would not dig a ditch or work in a garden. When 
asked if they knew how to use any tool, their standard answer was 
affirmative, although they quickly demonstrated that it should have been 
negative. In the end, Charlie hired two cheerful Haitians, who didn’t 
speak English, to clear the underbrush and burn it so the land for the 
house could be laid out and excavated. 


The day the ship arrived with the container and truck was a thrill to 
Charlie, he finally had transportation, no more taxis. He also discovered 
that there were two ways to clear freight through Customs. He could 
declare everything and pay the duty of thirty percent, or he could declare 
part of it and pay the Customs officer a hundred dollars and be on his 
way. When Charlie had completed the many forms required, after 
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declaring everything, he was then propositioned to pay a hundred dollars 
to avoid a thorough inspection of the container. Again he declined, but 
discovered the word “thorough” actually meant counting boxes, not 
opening them, and the TV antenna box containing the two weapons and 
ammunition, were passed through with all the other boxes. The only 
thing Charlie felt guilty about as he went to pick up his truck was the 
case of Kentucky bourbon labeled “White Latex Paint”. 


The only hitch with the first shipment was when he went into the 
Customs office to clear his new truck. The same man was on duty who 
had tried to make a hundred dollars off him the day before. The officer 
glanced at the many forms, then looking at Charlie said, 

“I won’ be able to release this truck to you ’till tomorrow.” Charlie 
half expected something, and suddenly wished he hadn’t dismissed the 
taxi, realizing he was ten miles from the hotel. 


“Why can’t you release it, isn’t everything in order?” 


“Has to be inspected.” the officer smiled as though patronizing 
Charlie by even talking to him. 


“Is there any way I can get it inspected now?” 


“T tink if you were to make a contribution to the Church,.it could be 
arranged.” 


“How much?” 
“How bad you want de truck?” 


“Fifty dollars.” Charlie replied, knowing it would cost half that for 
a taxi back to the hotel and the same to return the following day. 


The officer thought a minute and then slowly pulled a form out of 
the desk drawer and stamped it, releasing the truck. Charlie handed him 
a fifty dollar bill and left the little office to pick up the truck, wondering 
if he had been wise in paying-off the Customs officer. He knew that he 
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was just as guilty now as the officer, and he scolded himself for being 
compromised. 


The bulldozer had finished clearing the building site and Charlie was 
laying out the foundation for the house. It was eleven in the morning and 
the sun was starting to get hot. He wiped his brow and decided he would 
walk down the path to the little cove and rest in the shade for awhile, 
maybe take a dip. It had been several years since he had done any 
physical labor and that combined with the heat was getting to him. 


As he stepped off the path onto the beach, he marvelled at the beauty 
and tranquility, and the peace and quiet. He had already cleared the 
ground under a huge seagrape tree that provided shade from the sun all 
day long, it felt refreshing to lie down on the sand and smell the salt air. 
There was just enough breeze to cool the air and it wasn’t long before 
Charlie was sound asleep. 

He had been asleep for about a half hour when something jolted him 
awake. He opened his eyes and was surprised to see Cindy, sitting next 
to him in the sand, smiling and tickling his ear with the end of a sea oat. 


“What on earth are you doing here?” Charlie asked, then added, “I 
thought you had gone back to school.” 


“T heard you were here so I came back.” Cindy teased. 
“You haven’t quit school have you?” 

“Just for awhile, Dad needed me.” 

“How long you going to stay?” 

“T don’t know, depends on what happens.” 

“T don’t understand.” Charlie sat up and looked at Cindy. 


“T’m not sure Ido either. Anyway, aren’t you going to kiss me hello?” 
Cindy leaned forward a few inches from Charlie’s face. 
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“Sure.” Charlie grabbed Cindy’s head in both hands and pulled it 
down so he could kiss her forehead.” 


“You must think I’m a little girl, the way you treat me.” Cindy 
pouted. “I’m twenty five years old.” 


“I don’t think you’re a little girl. I think I’m too old for you so I’m 
not going to let myself get excited over something that won’t happen.” 


“Charlie, I think you are a perfect age. You’re not as old as my father. 
Why don’t you go swimming with me and let’s find out if you’re too 
old.” Cindy had a mischievous look on her face and it was beginning to 
bother Charlie. He knew an age barrier was only in his mind if he wanted 
it there. He also knew, if he got much closer to Cindy, swimming or not, 
he could lose all self control, she was more desirable than he cared to 
think about. 


“What do you do with your time all day, when you’re not swimming 
with strange men?” Charlie asked, trying to change the subject. 


“Nothing, I have the most boring life possible. Mostly waiting for 
the phone to ring, but it hardly ever does.” 


Charlie and Cindy talked for almost an hour, completely absorbed 
with each other and enjoying the moment. Nothing serious or suggestive, 
just friendly conversation. When Charlie finally stood up and told Cindy 
he had to leave, there was a good feeling between them, a sincere 
friendship. 


“T hope I didn’t scare you.” Cindy appeared to blush as she looked 
down at her bare feet. 


“You scared the daylights out of me. If you ever do it again [11 turn 
you over my knee.” | 


“Will you go swimming with me tonight in the moonlight?” 
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“You just won’t give up will you.” He smiled and couldn’t find an 
answer that she would buy, his silence was signing his own death 
warrant, he was trapped because he had waited too long to answer. 


“What time?” Charlie blurted out and was immediately sorry. 


“T’Il meet you here at ten.” Cindy jumped forward and kissed Charlie 
on the cheek, turned and ran off down the beach, probably hurrying 
before Charlie could find an excuse not to show up. 


Later as Charlie was eating dinner in the hotel he noticed the 
Christmas decorations, time had passed quickly since he had started 
working on the house. It hadn’t occurred to him that Christmas was just 
a few weeks away, and he had missed Thanksgiving altogether. Now 
here he was, looking forward to a late night dip in the ocean with a girl 
half his age. A beautiful, sultry, passionate, and very desirable young 
girl. 


His thoughts were interrupted by the bartender. 
“Robbie wants to see you in the bar when you’re done eating.” 


“Tell him I'll be there in a few minutes.” and wondered to himself 
what the jerk wanted. 


After Charlie had finished his dinner he walked into the bar room 
and spotted Robbie sitting at a table in the comer with his girlfriend 
Linda. Robbie yelled across the small room for him to join them, 
motioning to a chair. 

“Good evening.” Charlie said as he sat down. 

“Hi” was all the woman said. 

““What was it you wanted to see me about?” 

“Have a drink with us Tipton.” It was more of an order than a request 


and Charlie felt antagonism, not to mention resentment at being called 
by his last name. 
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coe 


“No, I think I’1l pass.” 


“Suit yourself then. Understand you bought a piece of ground I 
showed you the other day.” and before Charlie could answer he con- 
tinued, “You should have had me close it for you, might have saved you 
- some legal fees. Anyway, you owe me twenty thousand dollars commis- 
sion.” He looked straight at Charlie, not a trace of a smile on his face, 
rather a threatening sneer. Charlie wondered how he found out he had 
bought the land, more so how he knew how much he had paid for it. 


“I don’t recall you showing me any land other than the beach 
property.” 


“T pointed it out to you, that’s all it takes.” 


“I won’t argue with you about it, but you see, I knew about that land 
before you told me about it, as a matter of fact, Freddy Joseph showed 
it to me the day before you even knew me. If anybody has earned a 
commission, it’s Freddy.” 


_ “That sonofabitch isn’t a realtor, he isn’t entitled to a commission.” 


“Then I won’t pay him one, glad you told me.” Charlie replied with 
a smile, and started to stand up to leave. 


“Sit down a minute.” Robbie commanded. Charlie sat back on the 
chair, rather than have a confrontation. He looked at Robbie, then at 
Robbie’s girlfriend who was trying to finish her drink in one swallow. 


“I wasn’t going to bring this up, but since you think you can get out 
of paying me a commission, I’ll lay this one on you.” He leaned closer 
to Charlie and in a low voice said, “Understand you bribed a Customs’ 
officer the other day. Now if that was to get out it would probably mean 
you could get kicked off the Island. You understand where I’m coming 
from?” 


“Yea, I think I do know where you’re coming from. What do you” 


want to keep quiet?” Charlie said, knowing full well there was no way 
to silence this creep permanently. 
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“All you have to do is carry a package for me the next time you go 
to the States. I understand you come and go pretty freely, being an ex 
Fly Boy and other things.” 


““What’s in the package?” 


“Personal things, doesn’t make any difference. I would like to have 
it delivered day after tomorrow.” 


“And what if I refuse?” 


“You're in deep shit.” Robbie’s smile changed from a sneer to a grin, 
as if he knew already that Charlie wouldn’t refuse. 


Charlie thought about it for a minute. It occurred to him that here 
was his first contact with someone that might be a lead to a larger 
organization, possibly the one they were looking for. If he was careful 
he might find out what he wanted and nail this creep’s ass at the same 
time. 


“T’m going to Fort Lauderdale tomorrow with Ed. Just tell me who 
to give the package to. But don’t expect me to do it again, understand?” 


“T figured you would help. I’ll meet you at the plane.” 

As Charlie walked back to his room his mind was on Robbie and 
what was surely in the package. As he stepped onto the porch leading to 
his room a hand suddenly covered his mouth from behind. He was about 
to punch backward with his elbow when a soft voice said, 

*“Tt’s me, Cindy.” 


Charlie turned and almost laughed out loud with relief. 


“You certainly have a way of creeping up on people when they least 
expectat. 


“T heard by the grape vine you might be late to the beach, so I came 
up here to meet you. Want to go for a moonlight swim now?” 
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“There’s no moon.” 
“I know.” Cindy had a sly smile on her face. 
“I guess if I don’t go with you now you’ll never speak to me again.” 
~That’s right, and I'll put a spell on you besides.” 
“You win. I'll get my trunks.” 


They drove in Cindy’s jeep to the land Charlie had just cleared. As 
they stopped, the moon peeked out from behind a cloud. It was the usual 
bright moon, you could read a newspaper under the light from it. The 
work that Charlie and his Haitians had completed was plainly visible 
and the path to the beach was easy to see. 


Cindy held Charlie’s hand as they walked down the path, talking 
occasionally about nothing in particular, with a laugh in her voice. 
Charlie felt like a lamb being lead to the slaughter for some reason, not 
sure what was going to happen and even less sure what he might do about 
it if it did happen. 


As they stepped onto the beach they both kicked off their shoes. 
Cindy had placed a hand on Charlie’s shoulder to steady herself while 
She kicked off her last shoe. As it went flying onto the beach, she 
suddenly turned and put her arms around Charlie and before he could 
resist she had placed her lips against his and let years of pent-up emotion 
and frustration spill out through her lips. No one could have been more 
sheltered in her youth, and being a half-breed hadn’t helped in school. 
Charlie sensed this and knew he could not object. His arms slowly lifted 
around her waist and he pulled her to him. Their kiss became more 
passionate and they slowly sank down onto the warm sand, the age 
barrier gradually disappearing. 


Cindy slipped beneath Charlie, her practically bare body squirming 


against his. Charlie’s startled expression seemed to leap across his face, 
and Cindy had to giggle. 
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“Surprise, Charlie,” Cindy cooed, as she nibbled the side of his neck. 
“Relax and enjoy,” she said, covering his gaping mouth with her lips. 
She pushed her tongue deep into his mouth, he could feel her hands 
exploring his chest, then move slowly downward, roaming his body. 


Cindy suddenly trembled, she held Charlie tightly and murmured as 
she nibbled his ear, 


“Make love to me Charlie, I want you more than anything.” 
It was all he needed to break any self doubts he may have been 
harboring, then as he felt her tongue exploring down his chest his hand 


naturally slipped onto one of her full breasts, all remaining fears were 
put to rest, permanently. 
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After Cindy had dropped him off at the hotel, sometime after 
midnight, Charlie had taken a shower, then lain on his bed in a puddle 
of perspiration trying to concentrate on the day ahead. He had to get a 
message to Ed or Hansen, the DEA man someway, to let him know he 
would be carrying a package of drugs through U.S.Customs in a few 
hours. If he didn’t warn them ahead of time, and he was caught without 
telling them, he would blow the whole operation, not to mention being 
in serious trouble himself. 


Finally, he determined that if he couldn’t get Ed by phone first thing 
in the morning, he would try Ken on his private phone in Washington. 
If he missed both of them, he would have a message prepared to hand 
to an Immigration Officer, who, he hoped would alert someone in 
Customs before he got there. 


Charlie had dressed and had breakfast, tried the telephone three 
times, and was just on his way to the phone booth to try again. As he 
crossed the open area in front of the Inn, next to the parking lot, Robbie’s 
old Ford station wagon pulled into the lot. Charlie knew he was trapped, 
he could only stand there and pretend to be looking for a ride to the 


airport. 


“Looking for a lift to the airport?” Robbie yelled, as his car came to 
a stop a few feet from Charlie. 
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“Yea, you want to take me?” 
“That’s what I’m here for.” 
“T’ll go back to my room and get my suitcase, it’s almost packed.” 


“T’ll go with you.” Robbie announced, as he jumped out of his car. 
Charlie knew now that he was committed to warning Customs at the last 
minute. 


At the airport, after buying his ticket on Cayman Airlines, Robbie 
handed Charlie a carry-on suitcase. 


“You give this to Father O’ Malley in Miami.” 
“Where do I find him?” 


“Don’t worry, he’ ll find you outside the airport. You go to the Budget 
Rent A Car. He’ll take care of things from there.” 


“What if I don’t make a connection, for some reason?” 


“Don’t ever come back to Provo, if you’re smart.” 


Charlie signed the Budget rental agreement and the young Cuban 
girl handed him the keys to a new compact Ford, not exactly what he 
would have chosen, but it had obviously been reserved for him by 
somebody. He was stiil slightly in shock from his quick trip through 
Customs. He had handed the Immigration Officer a quickly scribbled 
note written on the back of his ticket envelope, saying he had a package 
of drugs he was delivering to someone in Miami, please call Tom Hansen 
at the DEA at one of these numbers. I am to rent a Budget Car and am 
being met by a priest. Fifteen minutes later he had walked through 
Customs without even a word, they hadn’t even asked him if he had any 
fruits or vegetables. Either his message had worked and they were very 
efficient and on their toes, or smuggling drugs was easier than he thought. 
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As he stepped into the Budget Bus that would take him to pick up 
the rental car, a priest stepped in behind him. Charlie placed his suitcase 
and the carry-on from Robbie on the shelf of the bus. He sat down facing 
the priest. 


“I’m Father O’Malley. I’ll relieve you of your package.” 


Charlie looked at him, something was familiar about the priest but 
he couldn’t place it. If this bastard is a priest I’ll eat your hat, Charlie 
thought. | 


“Pll take the rental agreement and keys to the car too, if you don’t 
mind.” Charlie handed him the keys and rental papers, wishing he had 
_ looked at the license number of the car, which surely was on the 
agreement. 


The bus had stopped for pedestrian traffic, still in the terminal, but 
was about to pull out into traffic leaving the airport. The priest shouted 
to the driver, “Pull over my son, we have forgotten one of our suitcases, 
_my friend here will go back after it. I'll go ahead and pick up the car and 
come back for him.” As the driver nodded and pulled over to the curb, 
happy to oblige, the priest waved his hand toward the door and smiled 
at Charlie. Charlie slowly got up and walked toward the door, he had 
really blown this one. This bastard was about to walk away free as a bird. 
There was nothing he could do but get off the bus. As it pulled away he 
wanted to kick himself, and he stood on the curb fuming. 


As he watched the bus disappear he suddenly decided to grab a taxi 
and see if he could follow the priest, he could catch up with him at the 
Budget car lot. As he turned to wave down a taxi, a nondescript blue 
sedan pulled up to the curb next to him. A man inside rolled down the 
window. 


“Mr. Tipton?” 


“Yes.” Charlie answered with surprise. 
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“Hop in the back, DEA, we’ll give you a lift.” he smiled and flashed 
a badge. Charlie didn’t hesitate. He jumped in the back seat with his 
suitcase. 


“There’s a priest on his way to the Budget rental place with a suitcase 
full of drugs.” Charlie blurted out. 


“We know, Immigration tipped us off. Lucky you were able to get a 
message to them in time.” 


“You going to arrest him?” 


“No, not this trip. We want to see where he goes with it. This is the 
first shipment in over a month, and it’s the first time the church has been 
involved. This is maybe the connection we have been looking for.” 


They spotted the car leaving the rental parking lot and heading for 
the expressway to I-95. They followed at a safe distance, making sure 
there were always several cars between them. The Budget car tumed 
from the expressway onto I-95 North, headed for Fort Lauderdale. They 
continued on for fifteen minutes. As they approached the main off-ramp 
leading to the heart of Fort Lauderdale the car turned off and headed east 
toward the beach. They continued, the DEA car staying almost a block 
behind. Approaching an old exclusive residential district, the priest 
turned down a street past a sign designating it a dead end. Charlie 
recognized the street and began to wonder if it could be possible. 


‘A friend of mine lives down at the end of this street and is caring 
for my daughter.” 


“We will only drive past, we won’t stop. But point out your friends 
house as we go by.” The car continued down the street. As they ap- 
proached the Budget car Charlie said, 


“There is where my daughter is, where the car is parked.” Charlie 
sat back in the seat, his world suddenly coming apart, a mixture of 
emotions and feelings he was unable to cope with. How the hell was 
Anna involved with a drug messenger dressed like a priest, or was it 
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Anna or just coincidence. Maybe Anna and the baby weren’t even there, 
maybe they were gone and it was someone else who was involved. 


“Who lives there?” one of the DEA men asked, shaking Charlie out | 
of his concentration. 


“A friend of Bune named Anna Hausemann. She’s taking care of my 
daughter for me.’ 


“When did you see them last?” 


“A few weeks ago.” Charlie shrugged and rubbed his chin, trying to 
figure things out for himself. 


The car pulled beyond the house and continued to a cul de sac then 
turned and headed back past the house again. 


“Better slip down in the seat Mr. Tipton, in case someone is looking 
out the window. We wouldn’t want them to know we are on to them.” 
Charlie quickly slid to the floor and put his head down. 


“I was going to see Anna and the baby while I was here. Now what 
should I do?” 


“We'll take you back to the airport to another car rental agency. You 
call Anna from there and tell her you want to see her. Play it by ear then. 
She will either put you off or tell you to go right over. Either way, she 
won't let you see the priest. You tell her what happened though so she 
won't get suspicious, except for our part that is. Tell her you didn’t notify 
anyone what happened because you didn’t want to get involved, which 
is what most people would probably do anyway.” 


“What should I do after I see them?” 


“Go on back to Provo or where you were going in the first place. 
We'll take it from here at this end.” 
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When Charlie called Anna’s house the Nanny answered and said Sie 
had been gone all day but would be back later that evening. But, come 
over and see the baby anyway. Charlie had driven back to the house and 
visited with the nanny and baby for about thirty minutes. The baby 
looked fine and seemed to be growing and in good hands. Charlie left, 
feeling somewhat relieved that he had not seen Anna. But, he couldn’t 
get the priest off his mind. Where had he seen him before? 


He checked into a hotel and called Ed Dolan at the factory. They 
advised him that Ed was out of town but would be back in the morning. 
So far this had been a bad day, he decided to eat a square meal at a good 
restaurant and turn in early for a good night sleep. He thought of Cindy 
the night before and suddenly he was very tired, and felt a lot older. 
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- Charlie had been back on the Island just a few hours and had gone 
to the building site, to check on the two Haitians he had left working. 
He wasn’t surprised to see that not much work had been accomplished 
in the three days he had been gone. 


He tried to tell them what he wanted them to do for the rest of the 
day, using sign language and drawing a picture. He still wasn’t sure if 
they understood, even though they kept saying “yes”. Resigning himself 
he got into his new truck and headed toward the center of Provo, where 
the bank and grocery store were. There was asmall building supply store 
next to the grocery, where he could pick up some supplies he needed. 
His main concern now though was to find a good mason and a couple 
of carpenters to start on the foundation of the house. Maybe someone 
“downtown” would know of some men looking for work. 


As he passed the bank, he noticed two men sitting on the planter in 
front of the bank. They looked more like Mexicans or Puerto Ricans and 
they wore camouflaged fatigues. He drove on and didn’t think any more 
of it. Then as he pulled up in front of the grocery store he saw two more 
men dressed in the same fatigues. Now he wondered what they were 
doing there. They looked like soldiers without guns. 
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He walked into the grocery store and asked the manager if he knew 
of any men looking for work and was told he could find men in Five 
Cays. 


‘Jus’ drive up and down de road and ask who you see. They be plenty 
good men find you.” 


“Thanks, Ill try it.” Charlie started to leave and asked, “What are 
the men in uniform doing?” 


“Don’ know and don’ care.” was the curt answer and the man turned 
and walked to the back of the store. Charlie grimaced and walked to his 
truck, noticing the men were stiJl loafing at the store next door. 

As he drove toward Five Cays, he noticed several more small groups 
of men dressed in the camouflaged fatigues. He continued on to the 
settlement and finally stopped in front of a small house where he saw 
two men painting a row boat. He stopped the truck and got out, asking 
them as he did soif they knew where he could find a mason and carpenter. 
The two men immediately were friendly and both admitted to being both 
mason and carpenter. 

“Can you start work tomorrow?” 

“No problem.” they both answered."How much is the pay?" 

“You tell me, I'll pay you what you re worth.” 

“Six dollars a hour.” the one answered. 

“T’ll start you at five. If you’re worth six I'll pay you six.” 


“No problem.” 


“Alright, bring your tools at seven tomorrow moming and we’ll get 
started.” 


“Don have no tools.” the second man replied. 
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“How can you be a carpenter without tools?” 
“You has to furnish de tools.” 


Charlie scratched his head, then said, “Alright, Ill furnish the tools. 
What do I call you?” 


“The youngest one answered first with a smile. You can call me 
Molly.” 


“I’m Mumbles”, the second one replied. They both shook hands with 
Charlie and agreed to start work the following day. 


“Do either of you know who all these men are in the uniforms, what 
they’re doing here?” 


“They supposed to be on a boat, say they have engine problems. 
Guess they is jus hangin roun till it’s fix.” Molly answered with a smile. 


“Well, glad they don’t have guns.” 
“They is no one to shoot if’n they had guns.” Mumbles laughed. 


Then all three of them laughed and Charlie got into his truck and waved 
_as he pulled away. 


Charlie had worked all afternoon with the Haitians, setting batter 
boards and laying out the foundation of the house. It was just past four 
when the Haitians left for the day, leaving Charlie alone surveying the 
day’s work. 


“Hey there, get back to work.” It was Cindy, appearing on the path 
leading to the beach. She approached Charlie and smiling, quickly put 
her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately on the lips. 


“Are you like this all the time?” Charlie laughed. 


“You make me feel this way.” 
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“Well, there are more important things in the world in case you didn’t 
know it.” 


“Name one.” she teased. 
“Like, where is your father, I haven’t seen him in two weeks.” 


Cindy stepped back with a frown on her face, she suddenly showed 
concern and confusion. 


“My father has been acting weird lately. I was going to tell you, but 
I’m not sure what it is. There’s a strange man been picking him up every 
day to go fishing.” 


““What’s strange about that? Your father loves to fish.” 


“He won't let me go along. That’s strange. And twice they didn’t 
come back till late after dark, that’s strange.” 


“T wouldn’t get too concerned, he’s just having a good time. Let him 
have his fun.” 


“They haven’t caught any fish in two weeks, that isn’t fun.” She 
looked at Charlie, he knew she was seeking help, and it dawned on him 
he was probably the only one on the Island she could run to for help. 

“What can I do for you Cindy?” 


“T want to follow him tomorrow. Will you go with me?” 


“J have new men coming to work tomorrow. Besides, I don’t think 
we should follow him, that’s a little deceitful, don’t you think?” 


“I suppose so. But Charlie, I have to know where he is going every 


99 


day. 


“Do you think he is going someplace in particular?” 
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“T’ve watched him in the binoculars as far as Pine Cay, then they go 
out of sight. Charlie, I don’t think they’re fishing.” 


Charlie thought a minute, remembering what Hansen had said about 
the “Iceman” then said, “Tell you what I’ll do. Tomorrow, after work, 
Pll take you for a boat ride and we’ll just happen to go past Pine Cay 
and see what we can see.” 


“Oh thank you so much, you’re a dear and I love you Charlie.” Cindy 
realized what she said and looked down at her feet, obviously blushing. 


“You find a good boat for us to use.” 

“I know where there is a real fast one.” 

“What kind of boat is it?” 

“It’s one they got from a drug raid about four or five months ago.” 
“Where is it?” 


“At a dock in Five Cays, belongs to a native named Jacklin. It looks 
like it would fly. No one around here wants it though cause it cost so 
much and is sorta conspicuous.” 


“If you can’t borrow that for a few hours then you’ll have to find 
another one.” 


“T’ll find one.” 
“C’mon, I’ll take you to dinner at the Turtle.” 


“Can’t, Daddy forbid me to go there. You come home with me, I’ll 
fix you a steak that will melt in your mouth.” 


“You win again.” Charlie laughed. They walked arm in arm to the 
truck and both looked forward to spending the evening together. 
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It was ten o’clock when Charlie left Cindy. Freddy hadn’t come 
home yet and Cindy was upset, pacing the floor like a caged tiger. They 
both decided it wouldn’t be wise for Charlie to be caught there at that 
time of night, so he left Cindy after a long embrace on the front porch. 


He noticed a few people at the bar as he headed for his room at the 
Turtle so he decided to have a night cap. He sat at the end of the bar by 
himself, but could hear the conversation at the other end. He didn’t pay 
any attention to the voices until he heard one of the strangers telling a 
story about a priest and a man who had walked into an airplane propeller 
that morning. Charlie sipped on his drink and was suddenly very atten- 
tive. The bartender interrupted, 


“That makes two today, the ice house will be busy with stiffs, looks 
like.” 


“What do you mean?” one of the strangers asked. 


“Oh, the ice house is where they keep dead folks till they figure out 
what to do with them.” 


“No I mean you said two today.” 


“Oh, they found one of the locals over at Five Cays hanging on a 
rafter in his living room. He had a flour sack over his head.” 


“What was his name?” Charlie butted in. 


“All I know is Slick.” the bartender talking louder, now the center 
of attention and full of new rumors. 


“What was the other man’s name?” 
“The one that walked into the propeller?” 
“Yes.” 


“T thought everyone knew—it was Robbie—Robbie Friedman, the 
real estate salesman.” Charlie could hardly believe his ears. The local 
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named Slick didn’t mean anything to him, but Robbie and a priest, that 
was too coincidental. He thought about Robbie walking into a propeller, 
what a lousy way to go for anyone. How could he be so stupid? And what 
was the tie-in with the priest. 


The bartender didn’t have any more information that would shed any 
light on the event so Charlie paid his tab and walked to his room. He was 
Shaking his head as he opened the door to his room, maybe he should 
ask for some help, there were too many strange things happening all of 
a sudden. 


The following day Charlie became completely engrossed in the new 
house. Molly and Mumbles proved to be two willing but inexperienced 
workers. Neither could read a tape measure nor add or subtract fractions 
or decimals. They seemed willing and anxious to learn and their cheer- 
fulness made up for their lack of experience. Charlie noticed the two 
Haitians worked harder and were completely dominated by the two 
Islanders, Molly and Mumbles. 


By three o’clock, Charlie was so absorbed in the work he had 
completely forgotten Cindy and her father, so much so he was startled 
when she called to him across the clearing. 

“You ready to go?” Cindy yelled, not looking at the workers. Charlie 
looked at her and paused a second, then remembered he had made a 
promise. 

“Give me five minutes.” 

“T’ll wait at the truck.” It was parked at the bottom of the hill and 
she turned and started walking toward it. Charlie decided he would let 
everybody off early so that no one could get into trouble. 


“Pick up the tools and put them in the box. We’Il stop early today.” 
He announced to the workers in general. 


“Why can’t we go on working by ourselves?” Molly asked. 


321 


JOHN R. ALBERSHARDT 


“When you learn to read blueprints and a tape measure I'll leave you 
alone all day long.” Molly smiled and started picking up tools. As he 
walked past Charlie he said, 


“I would sure appreciate it if you could show me how to use a tape 
measure.” 


“You will start learning tomorrow. But before you can use a tape 
measure you need to learn how to add and subtract fractions. I’ll bring 
a book for you to study at home.” Molly didn’t say anything and just 
kept putting the tools away. Finally, Molly said, 


“Could you help me learn to read?” He had a slight smile on his face, 
not of mockery or jest, but a sincere plea for help. Charlie realized he 
had more on his plate than teaching someone how to hammer a nail. He 
smiled at Molly and said, 

“Tf you'll try hard, I’ll spend the time to teach you all you want.” 


“Can you give us a lift to Five Cays?” The subject was ended and 
the day had “‘finish”’. 


Cindy rode with Charlie in the cab of the truck to Five Cays, with 
Molly and Mumbles riding in the rear. After dropping them off in front 
of a small house painted pink and blue, they continued on to the dock, a 
short distance away. 

As they parked the truck Cindy pointed to a boat tied up at the dock. 

“There it is, isn’t she beautiful.” 

“It’s a Seafire,” Charlie laughed out loud and gave Cindy a bear hug. 
“Tt’s the first one we made at Tipton Industries. How much are they 


asking for it?” 


“T don’t know. But, Jacklin said we could use it if we wanted to, he 
doesn’t want it any more.” : | | 


“Probably too much boat for him.” 
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After checking the boat over and satisfied everything was alright, 
Charlie started the powerful engine. As it roared to life Cindy put her 
hands over her ears and made a funny face at Charlie, he laughed and 
yelled for her to cast off the lines. 


They went slow at first, Charlie getting used to the boat again and 
making sure everything was working properly. Then, as they passed the 
point of land that would allow them to tum to the east, toward Pine Cay, 
he opened the throttle and the Seafire responded, quickly reaching sixty 
knots, planing on the surface of the water, making occasional short skips 
over the light sea. 


“This is fantastic.” Cindy yelled into Charlie’s ear. 


“She’ll do eighty without even trying.” Charlie bragged. “We'll be | 
at Pine Cay in five minutes, then I'll slow down and we’ll just sight-see.” 


_ As they approached Pine Cay, they could see the entire shoreline and 
no other boats in sight. Charlie had reduced the speed to thirty knots and 
they were having a joy ride at a comfortable speed. 


“Let’s go on up to Parrot Cay and see if we see anything there.” 
_ Cindy said. Charlie nodded his head in agreement and they continued 
_ on to the east past Pine Cay toward Parrot Cay. As they approached Parrot 
Cay, Cindy spotted her father’s boat, tied to a long dock. There were two 
other boats tied up also. Then, as they slowed to an idle, they saw a jet 
take off from the island. 


“For being a deserted island, there sure are a lot of things going on.” 
Charlie observed. 


“T wonder who is in the jet?” Cindy asked. It turned to the southeast 
and was soon out of sight. 


“Well, whoever it was didn’t see us.” 


“Let’s go ashore.” Cindy urged. 
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“Don’t you think you know enough already? Your father is on Parrot 
Cay, let well enough alone.” 


“T’ll swim ashore if you don’t drop me off.” Cindy glared at Charlie, 
leaving nothing to the imagination, as to her intentions. 


“Don’t jump, I'll pull up to the beach around that point and drop the 
anchor.” 


“You can stay in the boat and wait for me, I’1l look for Daddy alone.” 


As the boat nudged the sandy bottom, Charlie switched off the 
engine and jumped up on the deck to release the anchor. He secured the 
anchor and looked around to tell Cindy he would go with her. She was 
already climbing over the side. 


“Wait for me, you may need help.” Cindy turned and smiled, 
knowing Charlie was not going to leave her alone. 


They walked up the beach until they saw the end of the runway, then 
not seeing anyone around they started walking on the runway toward the 
other end. They had almost reached the other end of the runway when 
Charlie spotted a new Lear jet parked under a huge tree. There were two 
men in camouflaged fatigues, like the ones he had seen on Provo, sitting 
under one of the wings talking, and obviously not concerned about 
anyone walking on the runway from the other end. 


Charlie grabbed Cindy’s arm and pulled her off to one side of the 
runway, out of sight of the two men. 


“Cindy, there is something going on here that I don’t like. I think we 
should get out, and go home, while we can. 


“Who do you think those men are?” 


“T know they are not tourists.” 
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“At least let’s find my father.” Cindy started walking toward the road 
leading away from the airstrip. At this point Charlie determined he had 
better be very careful and leave for Provo at his earliest opportunity. 


They left the road and followed a path that led to a deserted house. 
Cindy ran up onto the porch and peered into the window. She saw nothing 
and turned her hands up to Charlie as if to say nothing. As she walked 
down the steps a man holding an automatic pistol stepped around the 
comer of the house, the gun aimed at Charlie. He didn’t say a word and 
just motioned with the gun for them to follow him back into the house. 


They entered the living room of the house and waited while the man 
called someone on a walkie-talkie radio. He described the two then 
asked, 

“What’s your name Miss?” 

“Cindy Joseph.” She answered with a note of defiance. 

“What’s yours?” 

“Tipton.” Charlie decided to be brief and hope there would not be 
any problem. The man with the gun listened for a few minutes then 


motioned for them to walk out of the house. 


“Youre free to go. I suggest you leave immediately and don’t come 
back, this is private land, you’re not welcome.” 


Charlie grabbed Cindy’s arm, this time though he was squeezing a 
little harder. She reluctantly followed. . 
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The “Iceman” slammed the walkie talkie radio on the table, swung 
his wheelchair around, and charged toward the bar, where Jess was 
preparing a drink for the man dressed as a priest, leaning against the bar. 


“You black sonofabitch—I told you for the last time, I don’t want 
any goddamn strangers on this island. If I could get out of this Se 
chair, I would kick your black ass out of here.” 


“What’s wrong boss?” Jess looked surprised and hurt. 


“TI tell you what’s wrong. Those stupid asshole guards of yours just 
let my daughter and Charlie Tipton walk onto this island like goddamn 
tourists. That’s what’s wrong.” 


“What you want me to do bout it? I can’t be ever place at once.” 


“It’s too damn late to do anything. Jesus, I don’t believe this. You 
better hope they didn’t see anything.” 


“Did they see my plane?” Anna Hausemann interrupted from the far 
comer of the room. She sauntered toward the bar, holding an empty glass. 
She was dressed in a revealing cotton dress with a bare midriff, looking 
even slimmer and taller than normal. Only the look on her face showed 
anger and disbelief. 
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“Jess, go ask that idiot guard if they saw the Lear.” Freddy com- 
manded. 


Jess looked at Freddy with hooded eye lids, contempt and years of 
resentment showing through. Finally, Jess spoke very quietly, choosing 
every word. 


“Tf you ever talk at me again like dat Iis goin a kill you, Freddy.” It 
was the first time in ten years that Jess had talked back to Freddy or 
called him by his first name without saying Mister. He paused long 
enough for it to sink in, then turned and went to the elevator. 


“It looks as if things aren’t going as smooth as we were led to 
believe.” Anna looked defiantly at Freddy. “First, your man tries to 
unload a suitcase of flour on us, delivered by none other than Charlie 
Tipton, who is being stiffed by your man Friedman, who thinks he is a 
new drug lord because he got hold of a million dollars worth of coke, 
which he should never have had in the first place.” 

“T’ll take care of him, don’t worry.” Freddy promised. 


“We won’t worry, we took care of him yesterday.” the man dressed 
like a priest added. 


“How?” 

“He walked into an airplane propeller.” 

“He what?” Freddy asked in amazement. 

“Never mind him, I want to know about this character over on Grand 
Turk that thinks he’s a messenger from Christ, stirring up everyone, and 
pushing crack like it was popcom?” Anna demanded. 


“His name is Grubbs, he should be here any minute.” 


“Do you think he is the one that shot at us in Fort Lauderdale?” 
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“Yes, there is a good possibility. I think he is the one that blew up 
my boat too. Would you recognize him?” Freddy looked very tired, 
beginning to cool off from his explosion at Jess. 


“Yes Pd recognize him, and if I do he’s dead, is that clear?” Anna 
threatened. 


“He’s all yours.” 


“Freddy, you have always been good to me, and we’ve had a good 
relationship, that’s why I’ve come here. But, I have to tell you, I want 
out. I don’t want anything to do with your scheme or your people, and 
most of all, I don’t want anything to do with drugs, ever again.” 


“Anna, you can’t back out. You gave me your word.” 


“That was before I saw how precarious things were here on Provo. 
You're trying to make these natives into something that can’t be. These 
people can’t cope with responsibility, not to mention the fact they are 
mostly corrupt and greedy. And worst of all—they hate the whites with 
a passion I haven’t seen since South Africa. And another thing, that 
newspaper editor over on Grand Turk is stirring a pot that will blow up 
someday. How can you expect to have any control?” 


“Well be able to control them, you’ll see.” 
“No I won’t see. I want out of the business altogether. I will not 
receive another shipment—ever!” Just then Jess came back into the 


room, a smirk on his face. 


“They saw the Lear coming and going. The guard didn’t even watch 
them leave when he heard she was your daughter.” 


“Do you mean they could still be on the island?” 


“They might be, but probably not.” 
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“This is too much Freddy, you leave too much to chance.” Anna 
shook her head and motioned to the priest to follow her. “Freddy, give 
it up. You can’t do it alone.” 


“Jess, stop them.” Freddy commanded in desperation. 


“You’re too late Freddy.” the priest said as an automatic pistol 
appeared from under his jacket. “All we want is Grubbs, then we’re out 
of here.” Anna turned to Freddy at the elevator and said, somewhat 
sorrowfully. 


“I’m sorry Freddy, good luck.” The elevator door opened and the 
priest and Anna were gone. 


Freddy’s head dropped, he looked at his hands, twisted together. He 
had just lost the one person he thought he could confide in, that might 
make-up for his inability to move around. And his daughter, what was 
she going to think. Why was she here on Parrot Cay? 


“Jess, let’s go up and see what the hell is going on. Better bring a 
gun.” Freddy suddenly alert. 


Charlie and Cindy were half way down the runway, approaching 
some undergrowth close to the edge. Charlie looked around and dis- 
covered they were not being watched. He took Cindy by the arm and led 
her to the side of the airstrip into the underbrush. Just as they bent under 
a low tree, they heard an airplane engine above. Looking up they saw it 
bank over and line up with the airstrip to land. 


“Cindy, I want to go back and see who gets out of that plane and who 
gets into the jet. You stay here till I get back.” 


“Not on your life, I wouldn’t miss this show for anything. Besides, 
I’m terrified and worried about my father.” 


“Alright, but keep low and stay close behind me. I want to get to that 
little shed next to the fuel tank.” 
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Bending low, they half ran and half crawled back to the end of the 
field where the Lear jet was parked. As they arrived behind the shed the 
small plane taxied next to the Lear and swung around, its engine quitting 
as it came to a stop. 


As Charlie looked around the side of the shed, the events that 
followed were mind boggling. He recognized the man stepping out of 
the plane as the one in Fort Lauderdale who had shot Chris. At the same 
time he saw Anna point as the priest with her aimed an automatic pistol 
at the man. The man saw Anna and spun around and started running for 
the only shelter he could see—the shed. He had fifty feet to run for safety. 
Half way to the shed the priest opened fire, the man stumbled, recovered 
and leaped for the shed, landing on his side and wiggling around the 
comer into Charlie’s feet. Charlie stepped on the man’s neck, holding 
him down. Before he could decide what to do next the priest arrived and 
made the decision for him. 


“T’ll take him now.” Then Anna arrived. 
“Charlie, what are you doing here?”’she asked. 


“I might ask you the same thing. Only, I think I can figure it out for 
myself.” 


“Please believe me there is more than meets the eye.” 


“Tl just bet there is.” Charlie looked disgusted as he stepped back 
away from the priest, who now had a firm hold on the man called Grubbs. 


“Where is my father?” Cindy interrupted, directing the question to 
Anna. 


“We left him in the house, just a few minutes ago.” 
““We were at the house, and he wasn’t there.” Cindy argued. 


“He was with us down in the cellar.” Anna said. 
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“Here he comes now.” Charlie pointed. They all turned and saw Jess 
pushing the wheelchair across the patch of cement at the end of the 
runway. Freddy had a determined look on his face, he had a machine gun 
lying across his lap. As he pulled up to the little group he knew by the 
look on Charlie’s face that Grubbs was the man they were looking for. 


“So what are we going to do with him?” Freddy asked, ignoring 
Charlie and Cindy. 


“Well take him back to the States to stand trial.” Charlie answered. 


“No we won’t either.” Freddy argued. Knowing full well that a trial 
would mean an investigation, and Grubbs was the type that would squeal 
all day long to save his own hide. 


““We’ll handle this our own way Charlie. I’m sorry you had to get 
mixed up in this.” 


“What about me?” Cindy asked. 
“You’re in hot water young lady, I'll have to think awhile on it.” 
“Well, it looks to me as if you might be in hot water yourself.” 


“Don’t you get impudent with me.” Freddy looked at Cindy as if he 
might hit her if provoked any more. 


Suddenly Anna pulled a pistol from her purse and pointed it at 
Freddy. 


“T’ve decided I will make the rules here. Charlie, you and Cindy get 
in the Lear.” Turning to the priest she ordered, “You put Grubbs in the 
plane, we’ll do like Mr. Tipton suggested. Freddy, you and Jess can stay 
here and do what you want. Cindy, you consider yourself a guest of mine 
until your father cools off and has things sorted out.” Anna picked the 
machine gun off Freddy’s lap adding, “I'll keep this for old times sake.” 
Before she could aim the heavy weapon, Grubbs twisted away from the 
priest and lunged at Anna and Freddy, grabbing the gun away from Anna 
in the same motion. Taken by surprise, no one reacted until it was too 
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late. Freddy, Grubbs, and Anna, all went sprawling across the concrete 
apron. Anna was crushed under the wheelchair with Freddy still clinging 
to it, and Grubbs ended up kneeling next to them with the machine gun 
aimed at the others. 


“Now, you'll do as I say.” Grubbs announced. Just then, the priest 
turned, as if following orders. He dropped to one knee and fired his pistol 
at Grubbs. His first shot struck Grubbs in the chest and his second tore 
away the side of his face. As Grubbs was falling to the ground he 
managed to fire one burst, killing the priest. Squirming on the ground in 
the throws of death, Grubb’s dying reflexes ee the rigger again, 
hitting Anna. 


Charlie ran to Anna and Freddy with Cindy. Jess was standing over 
Freddy, looking down with a trace of a sneer on his face. 


“Jess, help me with Anna.” Charlie ordered, knowing Freddy was 
alright and seeing that Anna was still alive. Anna opened her eyes and 
smiled at Charlie. 


“Think you could fly my plane to the nearest hospital?” 


“T think so.” Charlie said without thinking. He tumed to Jess, “Help 
me get her on the Lear, then you take care of Cindy and Freddy, just as 
you always have.” The tone of Charlie’s voice left nothing to the 
imagination and Jess nodded agreement. 


“T’m going with you.” Cindy announced, as she knelt next to Anna. 
“You can’t fly and take care of her at the same time.” 


“Cindy, I haven’t flown in years. I’m not even sure I know how to 
start the engines.” 


‘All the more reason you need me along.” She smiled at Charlie and 
helped lift Anna as she limped toward the plane. 


After leaving Jess with instructions to take care of the bodies, Charlie 


climbed into the plane and closed the door behind him. Cindy had already 
made Anna comfortable on the sofa and was strapping her in as Charlie 
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sat down in the pilots seat. He turned and looked for the pilot’s manual, 
hoping there would be something that would give him a clue how to start 
the engines. He had already decided to fly to Nassau in the Bahamas. It 
was only a forty minute flight and he knew the compass heading was 
three hundred degrees, from watching Ed flying the Twin Beech. 


After several minutes of reading the manual and checking instru- 
ments, he turned to the passengers. 


“Here we go, next stop Nassau.” 


Charlie hit the start button and moved the throttle forward at the same 
time on the starboard engine, the whirring sound and pressure indicator 
finally satisfying him that the engine had started. He started the port 
engine and taxied onto the apron. As he checked the instruments one 
more time it occurred to him he had possibly lost his sanity and this was 
really not happening. He held the brakes, dropped the flaps fifteen 
degrees, pushed the throttles slowly forward, and hoped he hadn’t 
forgotten how to fly, let alone land a strange plane on a strange airport. 


Exactly forty five minutes later they landed at Nassau International. 
An ambulance was waiting, along with a doctor and nurse. After clearing 
Immigrations and Customs, Charlie and Cindy took a taxi to the hospital, 
where they learned Anna was in the operating room. As Charlie and 
Cindy waited in the reception room of the hospital, Cindy showed 
Charlie a piece of paper Anna had hastily written on in the plane. 


To whom it may concern, 

Being of sound mind and body, I hereby bequeath all my earthly 
possessions to Charlie Tipton and Cindy Joseph. To the best of my 
knowledge, I have no living relative. 


Anna Hausemann 


“Guess you’ll have to marry me so we can share our inheritance.” 
Cindy smiled at Charlie. 


“T’'ll have to think about this awhile Cindy.” 
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“What is there to think about?” 
“More than you will ever know.” 


Anna died on the operating table two hours later. 


They were met by Tom Hansen as they taxied to a stop in front of 
Immigrations. They went in his car to a small office in a building on the 
south side of the Miami International Airport. As they stepped into the 
busy office, Hansen gave instructions to have General Canfield notified. 


For almost two hours, they told everything they knew about Freddy’s 
scheme to “take over” Provo. Charlie added what he knew confirming 
the infiltration of men on the Island and what Anna had confessed during 
the short flight to Nassau. She had made one last effort to make up for 
all her sins. 


Finally, Hansen said, “What do you think Freddy will do now?” 

“If you can break up his syndicate, get rid of the Ministers that are 
going to help him, round up the mercenaries and beat him to the punch 
on Provo, I’m sure he’!I have to give it up.” 

Hansen paced back and forth in the room for a few minutes, then 
smiling, he opened the door and said, “Leave your names and addresses 
with my secretary, in case I need your help.” 


They were driven to the Avis counter where Charlie rented a car. 


“Guess I had better introduce you to the rest of the family.” Charlie 
said to Cindy, as they drove north to Fort Lauderdale. 


“Anna told me about the baby in the plane. I can hardly wait.” 
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__ Charlie met Ken the following morning at the Eastern Airlines gate. 
He had already briefed him on most of what had happened on Provo the 
night before on the phone. On the way to Tom Hansen’s office, Ken 
informed Charlie that Senator Hartley was most concerned and had 
agreed that Freddy’s whole organization must be broken up at all costs. 


“We are going to set up a ‘sting’ in which we can nail the three 
ministers and get the British back in control of the Turks Government. 
At the same time we want to demolish all physical property on Parrot 
Cay and the warehouse full of cocaine. We’ll round up all the known 
dealers and pushers on Provo and at the same time have Immigrations 
deport all the “soldier types” off the Island. We’ll sort them out later, at 
least we'll keep them away from Freddy. If Freddy doesn’t have an 
organization, anyone to delegate authority to, he can’t have a take-over.” 


They were ushered into Tom Hansen’s office and introduced to the 
two agents who were running the sting, and Barry Cartright, from the 
British Colonial Office in London, who confirmed that as soon as he was" 
notified that the three Ministers were behind bars, he would immediately 
instruct the Governor to take control of all Government offices, eliminate 
all native positions of authority, and suspend the constitution. 


“Charlie, we want you to fly to Provo tomorrow with Cartright and 
secure the Cable and Wireless building. We must be able to control all 


337 


JOHN R. ALBERSHARDT 


in and out calls for the next forty eight hours. When we call you that the 
Ministers have taken the bait and are behind bars, we’ll send in the team 
standing by at Guantanamo to pick you up on the way to Parrot Cay. 
There are ten men in three light twins, with enough explosives to sink 
the Island, if need be. Anyway, the ‘Iceman’ is going to need anew office 
after tomorrow.” 


“You seem to be putting a lot of faith in the ‘sting’. What makes you 
think they’re going to bite?” 


“You don’t know what greed mixed with religious fantasy is like, 
until you meet these three guys. With the exception of the Chief Minister, 
the other two can’t see more than a day ahead, they are so greedy. If we 
can get the Chief to Miami, the other two are a pushover.” 


The following day, Cartright and Charlie were sitting in the 
managers office of the Provo Telephone Company. Cartright was pacing 
the floor, chain smoking, wishing he was back in London. Charlie was 
guarding the two phones that were monitoring all calls on and off the 
Island. Finally, the one phone rang that was the open line to Hansen. 


“Charlie, you tell Mr. Cartright that the United States Government 
has three new guests in the local slammer. You be at the airport in thirty 
minutes, one of our planes will pick you up.” 

“T don’t know what I can do to help them over there.” 

“T want you to point out the buildings that are being used by Freddy. 
Mainly, I want you as a material witness, just in case. Idon’t want anyone 
to accuse us later on of declaring war on the Turks Islands. This is strictly 
a DEA operation in line with the new treaty that we have with Great 
Britain, that will be dated yesterday, if you get my meaning.” 

“I’m on my way to the airport.” Charlie laughed. 


“Good Luck, I’ll be down there in two hours, see you later.” 
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The three planes landed on Parrot Cay without incident. The men 
were all armed and carried packs of explosives. Charlie showed them 
the way to the house, where four guards that had been posted, were taken 
completely by surprise and gave no resistance. When questioned as to 
the whereabouts of the “Iceman” they said he had left the night before 
on his boat, with Jess. 


_ It took only thirty minutes to set the explosives and to make sure no 
one was near the buildings. When the charges were set off, the house 
and warehouse went up together, along with several tons of cocaine. 
Both buildings burned to the ground, along with their contents, only a 
black hole was left in the ground where the buildings had been. 


As Charlie stepped off the plane back on Provo, he noticed an old 
DC-3 nearby and a line of men in camouflaged clothing, slowly board- 
ing. Tom Hansen was standing next to a Federal Marshall, checking them 


off as they got on the plane. He walked toward them and when Tom 
looked over at him he smiled and gave a thumbs up. 


“See you at the hotel, I’ll pop for the first round.” Hansen yelled to 
Charlie. 


About an hour later, Hansen picked Charlie up at the hotel. “Let’s 
go see if we can find Freddy Joseph.” Charlie directed Hansen to 
Freddy’s house where they were stopped by the locked gate. Shortly, » 
Jess appeared without saying a word. He just looked at the two men, 
with drooping eye lids belying his hate and resentment. 

“We want to see Mr. Joseph, Jess.” Charlie smiled at him politely. 

ic-am tnere.” 

“Where is he?” . 


“He is in the hospital at Samana. He had a heart attack, I tink.” 


“Why aren’t you with him, Jess?” 
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“He say for me to stay here till Miss Cindy come home. Then I am 
to take care of her.” 


They returned to the hotel, satisfied there would be no take-over on 
Provo. To make sure Jess was telling the truth, Hansen called an agent 
in Samana to check on the story. 


As they sat in the bar having a drink, toasting their success, Charlie 
asked Hansen, 


“What now?” 


“Well, tomorrow is Christmas Eve. I’m going home to my family 
and play Santa. Then, next week, I’m going to make sure the ‘Iceman’ 
is melted for good. Then I’m going to make sure those three guests of 
ours all get five to ten. What about you?” 


Charlie thought for a few minutes. The only people he knew he 
wanted to spend Christmas with were in the same house in Fort Lauder- 
dale, his infant daughter, and the beautiful octoroon daughter of a man 
he had just helped break. He thought of his older children, scattered all 
over the States, he had never been invited to their homes for Christmas, 
he sure wasn’t going to invite himself. 


“If you have an extra seat, I think I'll go as far as Miami with you. 
Then I think I'll rent a car and drive to Fort Lauderdale. If I’m not 
mistaken there are two people there who need a Santa Claus more than 
anyone I know, and I haven’t played Santa in years.” 
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Three ministers arrested by DEA in Miami 


CM ON DRUGS CHARGE 


ISLANDERS watching American television newscasts on Tuesday eve- eed 
ning had the shock of seeing film of their Chief Minister and two members of «..\%? 
his government handcuffed, and under escort on their way to jail to face / 


charges of drug trafficking. 
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If you have never lived on an island in the Caribbean, you 
wouldn't believe half of the things that happen—on a daily basis. By 
the same token, you wouldn't believe what doesn't. 


For instance—on the same day the three ministers were arrested 
on drug charges in Miami, a certain citizen of Provo was going to trial 
in Fort Lauderdale on charges of smuggling illegal aliensinto the U.S. 
There wasn't anything unusual about his smuggling, other than he had 
five Haitians and himself crammed into a four-passenger plane in 
which he had just learned to fly. He would have probably gotten away 
with it but, being a Turks Islander, he just had to screw something 
up—he chose to land at the Pompano Beach City Airport while 200 
U.S. Customs Agents were there holding a seminar. He would have 
been better off to land on an expressway in downtown Miami. 
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praes war: Francis 
off to Washington 


— Vows to 
help stamp out 
drugs trade 


CHIEF Minister Nathaniel Francis is to lead a dele- 
gation to Washington to assure the United States that 
his government is solidly against drug trafficking and 
will work with them and the Bahamas to stamp it out. 

He told LegCo: ‘‘Towards 
this end we will never stand - bility, financially and tech- 
idly by and allow our Islands, _ pically, to stamp out the drug 
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One of the first Islanders I met was an elderly man, I shall call 
Peter. He was typical of all men on the Island—tThere is nothing they 
can't do, they say. 


When Peter got into my car, it quit running. When he put fuel in 
the generator, it seized. He is the only person I have ever known that 
could destroy something mechanical simply by lubricating it. His 
mere presence in the same general geographical area caused lights to 
dim or go out. We knew he was near when something quit. 
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Missick named in 
Bahamian’s drug 
connection charge 


THE name of Stafford 
Missick, former Minister of 
Commerce and Develop- 
ment, now serving time in a 
U.S. prison on drug conspira- 
cy charges, has once again 
surfaced in connection with 
major drug dealings related 
to the United States. 

Missick is said to have met 
with F. Nigel Bowe, promi- 
nent Bahamas lawyer who 
was indicted last Wednesday 
by a U.S. Grand Jury, which 
charged him with supervising 

he transport of thousands of 

ads of cocaine from Co- 

» through the islands, 
United States. 

*g to a story ap- 

2 Miami Herald, 

sorted to have 

and another 

scaine sup- 


with smugglers in outlying 
Bahamian islands to find 
landing strips for drug planes 
making the long flight from 
Colombia. 

A separate. two-count in- 
dictment which was returned 
in May by Florida’s state- 
wide Grand Jury was also un- 
sealed. 

The indictment charges 
“s+ Rowe friend of Prime 

arranged 
Beas 


Governor leads delegation to 
ee for secret talks 


A ‘THREE-MAN team 
headed by Turks and Caicos 
Chief Minister Nathaniel 
Francis last /Thursday flew 


out of the country to hold § 


talks with senior officials in § 


Washington in a conference 


expected to last ten days — (aan 
and the first of its kind since %& 


the Chief Minister assumed 
his position last April. 

The Chief Minister is ac- 
companied by Minister of 
Commerce and Development 
Ariel Misick and Provo busi- 
nessman, and former govern- 
ment official Mr. A.V. But- 
terfield. 

Reports are H.E. Governor 
Christopher Turner will join 
them directly from the United 


Governor Turner 
Kingdom, where he has been 
on compassionate leave since 
September 5. 

Up to his departure last 


week, the Chief Minister 
could not be reached by the 
press for comments on his 
trip; but a close government 
source indicated that the visit 
while in the nature of an in- 


Hon. Nat: Francis 


troductory one, would also 
focus on issues relative to the 
development of this island. 
Minister Misick will not re- 
turn with the team on the 
conclusion of the conference, 
but is expected to journey to 
Toronto, Canada, where he 
has meetings scheduled with 
tourist agents, members of 


"Hon. Ariel Misick 


the Canadian press and busi- 


nessmen toward the boosting | . 


of tourism and investment in 
the islands. 

The government source 
said that the minister will also 
be attending a common- 
wealth parliamentary meet- 
ing. 


Br*tich official here to suge~~* 


a 


Not long ago, we shipped a small calculator to Miami to be 


repaired. After it was fixed, it was mailed back with an invoice 
showing “No Charge” because it was covered by the warranty. 
However, it wasn't to be as easy as it should be. The Customs officer 
who checked it through had it impounded because “you can't have a 
watranty on a used machine.” To solve the problem and get our 
calculator back, we had the service center in Miami mail a phony 
invoice for ten dollars for repairs. Three weeks later we got the 
calculator, after paying a three dollar duty. 


SALT CAY GETS DEMOCRACY STILL ALIVE SECOND QUARTER 
24-HOUR POWER IN THE CARIBBEAN NEWS ROUND-UP 
— page 2 — page 4 — page 8 | 
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“Be just and fear not; let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country's. 
Vol. 4, Number 52 July 24, 1986 Price: 50¢ 


BRITAIN DISSOLVES CONSTITUTION 


FRANCIS RESIGNS 


CALM greeted the announcement yesterday 
that the British Government had amended the 1976 
Constitution here to scrap the Ministerial system 
and dissolve the local Government following the 
report of the Commission of Inquiry held earlier this 
year. S 

The Government was dissolved after Chief Minis- 


ter Nathaniel “Bops” Francis handed in his resigna- 


tion to Governor Turner, which in accordance with 


on sludge 
—threatens to “get out’’| ERR ow 


Parliamentary Secretary 


Governor Turner 
..- made announcement yesterday 


came vacant automat’ 


Chay “med+" “> 'Liquidation cx 


uty Chief * 
Hal) ar“ 


‘for § 


The year 1985 was hectic to say the least. Shortly after the three 
ministers were arrested, the British decided to dissolve the Turks and 
Caicos Constitution. While the acting Chief Minister was busy trying 
to get rid of all foreigners, he himself was under investigation for 
beingincompetent. In July, 1985, the British investigators determined 
that the Deputy Chief Minister and his staff were “unfit to carry out 
ministerial responsibilities.” This included one man who is now the 
new Chief Minister. The mistake the British made was not declaring 
the Governor “unfit” also. 


Now, almost six years later, the Ministers are all out of prison, 
their opponents who were declared “unfit” are running the govern- 
ment, and one former Minister has “seen the light” and is now a 
demagogue leading his flock to salvation. Guess who's driving the 
bus—that's right, Peter. 


px interview with Stafford Missick me caleba 1- na 


eS The American sid ney 
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STAFFORD MISSICK COMES HOME 


‘TT HAVE CHANGED’ 


FORMER Minister of 
Commerce and Develop- 
ment Stafford Missick 
returned to the Turks & 
Caicos Islands last 
Friday (April 13) after 
serving the past five 
years is a U.S. federal 
prison on drugs con- & 
spiracy charges. 

In 1985 Missick, along with P 
former Chief Minister Norman (ius 
Saunders and Parliamentary Secre- 
tary Aulden Smith, were arrested in 

‘iami and charged for accepting 
es froma U.S. undercover agent 
vug informant in exhange for 

‘on and refuelling services 
-sens> 4rug smug- 


sorrows’ 


Stafford Missick, whe — 
come home from pris 
says his feeling ~ 
“indescribable” 
interview v~ 
News 


Every day is the same in paradise. The “Do Gooders” come and 
go—doing nothing. The “Doers” are discouraged from staying. The 
local newspaper continues its campaign against life in general, 
especially ifit's white. You can get a license to sell beer, but it's tough 
to sell water. The Governor will assure your freedom if you stay, but 
the Chief Minister wants “90 days” stamped on your passport. 


If you want to visit the most beautiful, “laid back”’ place in the 
Caribbean for a few days or even weeks, go to Provo. Just make sure 
the guy that drives you to the hotel isn't named Peter. You'll love 
Provo. 
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John R. Albershardt 


At the end of World War II, he 
served in the elite Marine Presidential 
Guard in Washington D.C. under 
Harry Truman. After the War, he en- 
tered Lane Architectural College and 
Indiana University Law School, but 
was soon called back into service, 
where he became a fighter pilot/in- 
structor in the Air Force. 


After the Korean War, and with 
flying in his blood, he went barn- 
storming as a stunt pilot, crop duster, 
and commercial pilot. Ocean sailing 
and auto racing became his hobbies. 


He had made and lost a fortune 
before he was thirty, built it back by 


forty, andretired at fifty controlling aconglomerate operating in five states with over 


six hundred employees. 


Business Consultant—Land Developer—General Contractor—Entrepreneur— 
John Albershardt has been there. He is currently writing his third book. 
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The Provo 


John R. Albershardt 


From the rat race of big business to near poverty, Charlie Tipton 
leaves his problems in Florida, only to become more involved ona 
lush Caribbean island. Told onapersonal level, JohnR. Albershardt's 
tale of high finance, drugs, political greed, and sex moves briskly 
and conjures up enough distraction to keep the pages turning. He 
provides believable dimensions with his smooth writing and exposes 
the characters as almost real. 


Charlie Tipton, a retired Air Force Colonel, flying Ace in 
Korea, successful business executive down on his luck and re- 
bounding from a nasty divorce, is blackmailed into piloting a high 
tech speed boat through the Caribbean for a ruthless cocaine lord. 


His life out of control, his problems multiply, and just when he 
thinks everything is back to normal, he is drawn back to the Islands 
into the middle of a drug-related political takeover. 


When Charlie reflects on the past, his flying career and the 
“good times,” it is difficult to separate fact from fiction. 


